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THE 
EGLAMORE PORTRAITS 

CHAPTER I 

THE EGLAMORES COME HOME 

VJ/HEN the Eglamores came home 
from their wedding trip they were 
delighted to find the bride's mother on 
the threshold of their door to receive 
them. The bride was delighted, that is ; 
the state of mind of the bridegroom might 
more accurately be described as one of 
chastened acquiescence. It was inevitable 
that his mother-in-law must inspect her 
daughter's house, it was desirable that 
she should arrange it in a manner agree- 
able to her daughter's taste, and give 
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her hints for its management. Clarence 
Eglamore, the most reasonable of men, 
knew that these things must be. But 
when he supplemented his wife's ex- 
clamation of joy with the assurance of his 
pleasure in seeing Mrs Cummin in his 
own house, he made reservations at the 
back of his mind. 

Since his engagement to her daughter, 
of her hospitality to him he had no com- 
plaint to make. What had gone before 
must be, if not forgotten, pardoned to a 
lady who had wished to make a more 
ambidous match for her only child. 
Later she had endeavoured to atone to 
him for former injuries by attentions, 
by welcomings, by the showerings of 
benefits. Now was his opportunity to 
evince his gratitude. 

He had had a six weeks' holiday which 
had been the happiest of his four and 
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thirty years. He had not deemed it pos- 
sible that he could be so happy. That 
consummate period of the new life upon 
which he had entered was now over — 
the period in which his wife had been 
entirely his and he hers, in which they 
had lived absolutely each for each as if 
they veritably had been one flesh, in 
which love had not only ruled lord of all 
but had been made the pnictical business 
of the day. Although Eglamore did not 
for a second doubt the happiness before 
him, he recognised that this halcyonic 
episode was of the past The sight of 
Mrs Cummin on his doorstep helped him 
to realise the fact. 

She turned to him presently, having 
naturally overlooked him at first, and 
held out her left hand to him, her right 
being still held tightly in her daughter's 
clasp. 
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"My dear Clarence!" she said, "and 
how have you been getting on? Why, 
you look quite handsome ; and five years 
younger I " 

"Yes, mother I" the daughter cried. 
" Doesn't he look svxet ? Every day 
I tell him how positively sweet he 
looks." 

She was telling him so now before the 
two servants who were engaged with 
the luggage in the hall They repeated 
the remarks afterwards in the kitchen 
amid yells of laughter; and for days 
caught each other by the chin between 
finger and thumb, turned up a common 
female face, and demanded in accents 
which only to them would recall the 
clear, high tones of their young mistress, 
"Doesn't he look sweei?" 

"Go in," her husband said, "while I 
help with the luggj^e. We can't move 
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in this little bit of a, hall till the luggage 
is out of the way." 

Mrs Eglamore threw out her two hands 
with a pretty bewilderment " Where do 
I go ? " she asked. "I am in my own 
house, Clarence, but I don't know which 
way to go!" 

" Come here, child ; come into the 
drawing-room," her mother invited, and 
opened the door on one side of the tiny 
passage which was dignified by the name 
of*' hall." 

" Mother ! I call this charming ! " Juliet 
said. "It's the very chintz I chose — the 
dear, dear boy to get it ! And the shelf 
all round — look! — high up, for the china. 
And the white walls. He remembered 
everything! Isn't it a sweet little tot of 
a room, mother ? Oh, I do — I do like it, 
and think it sweei\" 

" You really like it, Juliet ? " Mrs 
5 
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Cummin asked, still holding the girl, but 
looking round the room ; " I'm so re- 
lieved. I positively dreaded your coming 
in, and thought you'd get a shock of 
disappointment on first seeing it" 

Juliet surveyed the room again with a 
more sober air. " It isn't like the great 
drawing-room at home, of course," she 
said. "But, then, I did not expect it to be." 

"You should have seen what it was 
like when I came ! " Mrs Cummin ex- 
claimed. " Such ornaments on the 
mantelpiece! And no one able to stir 
for chairs and tables and footstools." 

Juliet laughed. "Where are they?" 

" Pushed out of the way in various 
places. There are a couple of out-houses 
crammed with superfluous things. The 
real rubbish, not worth storing, I gave 
to the maids to get rid of as they Itked ; 
and~oh, I don't know! I'll tell you all 
6 
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about it afterwards. Such a time I have 
hadl It was just the same all over the 
house." 

"You poor mother! So good of you, 
mother. I do hope you're not tired? 
You look just the same. I am so glad 
to see you, mother! How do I look? 
I got this new hat in Paris. I didn't 
want it a bit, but I simply couldn't resist 
it. I told Clarence so, and he said : ' Then 
don't resist it.' So I didn't. He says I 
look sweeter in it than in all my hats. 
He pays me such compliments! I used 
not to think I was much — to look at, you 
know. Now I am as vain as a peacock. 
And every single thing I like he lets me 
do. And oh, mother! I've got the very 
sweetest little present for you. Clarence 
gave half, and I half. It's in my bag — 
oh—" 

She rushed across the tiny space of 
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room as her husband appeared at the 
door, and seized him by the collar of his 
coat "Clarence, is the cab gone?" 

"The cab?" 

"The cab. Is it gone?" She shook 
him to hurry his words. 

" Of course it's gone." 

"Then run! Don't stand staring, you 
great stupid, darling boy I Run and stop 
it My bag!" 

" What about your bag ? " 

"My dressing-bag! It's in the cab; and 
that sweet little locket with our portraits 
in we got for mother in Paris " 

" And about five hundred pounds 

worth of jewellery besides," her husband 
added with unruffled calm. 

"Clarence has got it all right, dear," 
the mother said " Clarence has taken 
care of his wife's bag, of course. What 
else is he here for?" 
8 
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" It's in his wife's bedroom, silly I " he 
said, and pinched his Juliet's cheek. 

Then he looked round the room. 
" Hallo ! " he said, " this isn't bow I 
arranged it. Where's the round table 
that stood in the comer, and the box- 
ottoman, and all the knick-knacks and 
things ? " 

" I had them taken away," Mrs Cummin 
explained. " The room was much too 
full, Clarence." 

"Was it.?" 

He looked slowly round. He had ob- 
servant eyes, and they lingered here and 
there on wall and floor and table, missing 
what had been familiar. 

" I think mother has made it look 
smeet" Juliet said. 

*' It's a tot of a place," Mrs Cimimin 

declared, with a lifted shoulder, "but it's 

big enough, I suppose, for you both to 

9 



THE E6LAMORE PORTRAITS 

be happy in. With all my heart, my 
dears, I hope you will both be happy." 

When the women had left him Egla- 
more took the opportunity to walk round 
his small domain. 

For eight years — since he had become 
junior partner in his uncle's firm — he had 
lived a bachelor life there. The life had 
been a happy and successful one, and the 
place was dear to him. Such alteration 
as, with much thought for her, he had 
decided would be desirable to make on 
the advent of his wife, he had made. 
With no lavish expenditure, because he 
who had been well off as a bachelor 
would be straitened in income with a 
wife. Every little addition, therefore, had 
been carefully considered, every purchase 
made with calculation; and he was well 
content with the result. He had given 
no one leave to upset his arrangements, 
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and he was not well pleased to see it 
done. 

He set his under teeth beyond his upper, 
and projected his lower lip, as his habit 
was when things were amiss ; he clasped 
his hands behind his back, and roamed 
from room to room, taking stock. 

" She has been used to riding it rough- 
shod over her husband," he said to himself, 
" but " 

The lip was unbecomingly Eidvanced, 
and his eye was caught by his own re- 
flection in a round, old-fashioned glass in 
a richly-carved gilt frame which had been 
banished from its original honourable posi- 
tion on the drawing-room walls to incon- 
spicuous retirement in the little third room. 
The glass showed him — by no means 
flatteringly, broadening and shortening a 
figure already more distinguished for 
strength than elegance — a sleek dark 
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head, a dean-shaved, healthy face, a 
pair of pale eyes well set beneath a well- 
moulded brow. 

On his appearance he had only quite 
lately begun to set store ; having, until 
his marriage, no understanding of how 
very much women are affected by men's 
looks ; not having dreamt of the fact 
that they are as important to them, 
generally silent on the subject, as the 
looks of women, about which they make 
such ado, are to men. With a curiosity 
not unmixed with anxiety he had gazed 
at himself once or twice since the reve- 
lation had been made. As he now 
regarded himself he saw that the teeth 
set forward, the protruded under lip, 
although indications, perhaps, that over 
him, Clarence Eglamore, Juliet's mother 
would not ride an exultant course, did not 
add to his attractiveness of countenance. 
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He settled his face into a more agreeable 
expression, therefore, and unclasped the 
hands which were pulling impatiently on 
each other's fingers behind his back, in 
order to run them over his already smooth 
hair. Juliet particularly approved the way 
it grew to a point in the nape of his dark 
red neck, she had told him. He re- 
membered the confidence, and his fingers 
lingered on the indicated spot with a 
certain tender care. 

If he had foreseen he would have taken 
measures to prevent his house from being 
interfered with ; but it was done. After 
all, it would be wisest to accept the in- 
evitable and to say nothing. 

An excellent resolution which, even for 
a few hours, he was unfortunately unable 
to keep. 

For, at dinner that night, while the 
women talked— each eager to tell the other 
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of things which bad happened during their 
separation — and Eglamore listened, a sense 
of grievance none the less in bis heart 
because he had resolved not to express 
it, his eyes, noting now this unwelcome 
innovation* now that, rested on a pair of 
pictures hung in the recesses, one on either 
side of the fireplace. They were very 
handsomely framed copies of pictures by 
Landseer, and had been presented to hii 
wife on her marriage by the artist herself ; a 
cousin of whose talent the Cummin family, 
knowing no better perhaps, were proud. 

" Wasn't I, Clarence ? " the clear, child- 
ishly treble notes of his wife's voice were 
repeating. "As limp as a rag — wasn't I, 
positively, Clarence ? " 

" Positively," he made answer, his eyes 
on the pictures. 

" Mother won't believe the crossing was 
so bad. Do tell her, Clarence." 
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" I have crossed five times, and I have 
never been sick in my life," from Mrs 
Cimimin. 

"But I was. Dreadfully t Clarence — 
wake up, darling! — do tell mother how 
sick I was." 

Clarence avowed he had never seen 
anyone so sick before. 

"There! Had you, Clarence! I did 
nothing, mother, but moan and cry and 
be sick. And afterwards — just a rag! 
Tell mother, Clarence." 

" Just a rag," Clarence repeated. 

" And if he hadn't loved me to dis- 
traction he never could have been the 
angel he was to me." 

The servant had left the room, they 
were sitting over dessert. The bride, 
her blue eyes a-glitter with joy, threw a 
kiss with graceful, waving hands across the 
flowers and fruit to her husband, who sat 
"5 
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with his face turned sideways towards the 
recesses, and so missed the kiss. Juliet's 
eyes followed her husband's and Ht upon 
the pictures. 

" Oh ! " she cried. " How industrious 
you have been, mother. You have hung 
Cousin Anna's pictures already. Aren't 
they clever ? Don't they look sweei there, 
Clarence ? " 

"They do indeed," Clarence said. He 
had timied in his chair, his elbow on the 
table, and he drew hts fingers slowly down 
the freshly shaved portion of his cheek. 
He hardly opened his teeth in speaking, 
his lower lip stuck out. 

" Where are the portraits which hung 
in those places ? " he asked. 

"Put away with the other things," Mrs 
Cummin told him glibly. " There is 
positively a cart-load of things, Clarence, 
to go away. I can't think what you'll 
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do with them. Such rubbish ! Put them 
in a rumm^e sale, I should suggest, or 
let the servants' mothers have them for 

the carrying home, or " 

" I see," Clarence said, slowly interrupt- 
ing. " But these — the portraits which 
hung there — happen to be those of my 
father and mother, Mrs Cummin." 

" Oh ! " Juliet cried. Her husband was 
a reserved man. Until his marriage he 
had never, unless compelled to do so, 
mentioned the names of his parents, who 
were dead. Since that time she had 
learnt that their memory was very dear 
to him. 

"We can bring them back again," she 
hastened to say, and looked at him with a 
concerned face; "Cousin Anna's pictures 
can go somewhere else, mother." 

" There is nowhere they look so well," 
Mrs Cummin said with her tone of finality. 
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" It is the only position in the house which 
shows them to advantage. I tried them 
in every room, in every light I spared 
no trouble." 

" I'm certain you did not, mother," Juliet 
cried. The elder lady was evidently 
ruffled. It was an easy matter to offend 
Mrs Cummin, as they of her household 
knew well. 

" It would be an insult to Cousin Anna 
and her genius not to give a place of 
honour to her pictures ! " 

"And, meanwhile, to what place of dis- 
honour have you banished my father's 
and mother's portraits ? " Clarence asked. 

"Well, really, at this moment I can't 
exactly tax my memory to tell you. The 
taking down of two old pictures to make 
room for two new ones didn't strike me 
as exactly a matter of importance, you 
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"But wherever they are, I wish to 
have them found, please," Clarence said. 
" And I wish them to hang exacdy where 
they did hang ; in, as you say, the place 
of honour." 

There fell a silence. Juliet stole an 
apprehensive glance at her mother, whom 
she loved as much as she feared, and 
whose calm she knew to be so easily 
broken. 

" But then, coming home, you know, 
mother," she began, faindy attempting to 
return to the earlier, safer topic, "coming 
home the sea was as calm as calm. Just 
as when father and you crossed. Clarence 
and I were on deck all the time, and -" 

Mrs Cummin ostentatiously disregarded. 
She put down the knife and fork with 
which she had been stripping a banana, 
and sat backward from the table. "Any 
arrangement made by me, with the best 
>9 



THE £GLAMOR£ PORTRAITS 

intentions, in your absence, Clarence, but 
of which you don't approve, you are quite 
at liberty to alter. But for all our sakes 
I must ask you to wait until my departure 
to do so. The servants have seen me 
— siaving — at getting everything into 
what I consider only decent order in 
your house. They helped me in the 
effort. I don't say they did it willingly. 
The girls are overworked as it is, and 
I spared them. While we are on the 
subject I may as well say what I meant 
to have out with you later. It is ridicu- 
lous for you to expect to run this house 
after any fashion Juliet can approve with 
only two servants " 

"I think we shall have to try — for a 
time," Clarence said. 

"But I am telling you it is impos- 
»ble." 

"We will, as you said, postpone the 
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subject till later. But about putting back 
my father's and mother's portraits " 

" Without casting a slight on me before 
your servants it cannot be done. Surely 
you can't be serious tn wishing to make 
a mountain out of such a mole-hill." 

" Don't be so tiresome, you naughty, 
cantankerous, arguing old boy," Juliet 
said. 

Clarence said no more, but sat, with an 
attempt at a smile on his face, and his 
lower teeth caught upon his upper ones, 
till the ladies left him. 



CHAPTER II 



THE LITTLE RIFT 



npHE Spare bedroom of the Eglamore 
manage was not, in architectural 
proportions or in sumptuousness of ap- 
pointment, to compare with the beauti- 
fully upholstered chamber which was Mrs 
Cummin's at Marchmont, her own home. 
The room dedicated at The Cottage to 
her use, and into which Juliet followed 
her mother on the first night of her own 
home-coming, was pleasant enough, and 
decently fitted up, but the magnificence 
of Mrs Cummin seemed to dwarf and to 
deride the accommodation afforded her. 
Her gorgeous night-dress bag looked 
ridiculously out of place on the plain white 



93 



THE LITTLE RIFT 

counterpane of the iron bedstead ; the 
silver of her toilet apparatus overflowed 
from the small dressing - table to the 
drawers, the narrow chimney - piece, the 
bedside-table. There was no wardrobe ; 
the lady's costly dresses, her mantles, rich 
with embroidery and lace, hung on hooks 
on the door and walls. 

The last detail filled Juliet with an 
abashed dismay. "Oh, mother! Is this 
really the best we can do for you?" she 
said. " Oh, I am so sorry ! I will speak 
to Clarence about it, and have a wardrobe 
put up for you to-morrow." 

"My dear, it will do very well," Mrs 
Cummin said with a somewhat gloomy 
resignation. " It's only for a few days. 
I do not think of myself. I have not 
given myself one thought since I've been 
here ; but I must tell you, Juliet, I have 
worried about you." 
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She put out a hand, and caught her 
daughter's, and the two sat on the side 
of the bed together. 

" But I'm quite all right, mother," Juliet 
declared, "as happy as happy. You can't 
think what a darling Clarence is. You 
mustn't worry about me." 

"But since I've seen his house, Juliet, 
I have had serious misgivings. You 
remember how opposed I was to the 
marriage in the first instance, and the 
terrible time we all went through ? " 

Yes. Juliet remembered very well. 
She pulled her shoulders together in a 
shudder. " Don't let's talk about it, 
mother," she said. 

But Mrs Cummin had lately begun to 
see, all over again, that she had been 
right, and she wished to insist on the 
fact. "The marriage should have been 
postponed till Clarence was richer, or 
"4 
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should have been broken off altogether. 
I admit that until I came here and 
saw its limitations I did not thoroughly 
realise how inadequate is an income 
of five hundred a year — you and he 
together make up five hundred, you 
know — for my daughter to have married 
on." 

" Clarence always warned us the house 
was small," Juliet reminded her mother. 

" It is small, of course " She scanned 

the dimensions of the room with her 
young, happy eyes. To her mother such 
matters were very important ; she knew 
it was because she was such an inex- 
perienced housekeeper that they were not 
equally so to her. " I don't mind a bit 
for him and me, mother, if Clarence's 
house is little or big, but I don't wish 
you to be inconvenienced. It is dreadful 
to have your dresses hanging out on 
as 
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hooks. I do hope you don't mind very 
much ! " 

" It isn't that that matters," Mrs Cum- 
min declared with gravity ; " it is the 
whole thing. The position — Clarence's. 
The establishment Are these things 
suitable to your father's daughter and 
mine? It is this that has worried me 
since I came here till I have been unable 
to sleep at nights." 

Juliet opened dismayed eyes. She had 
an absolute belief in her mother's wisdom. 
Even the suspicion that the question had 
better not have been put at all than so 
late in the day did not occur to her, but 
she grieved that the tiresome idea should 
have presented itself to distress her mother. 

" It isn't as if it were for always, you 

see, mother," she said presently. " Of 

course, there is Uncle Isaac, and his lovely 

house and garden, and — oh ! I forget how 

36 
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many thousands of pounds. This is only 
a makeshift, you see, till Uncle Isaac 
dies." 

" Exactly. And that justifies Clarence 
in keeping up things in a better style. 
And you must agitate for it, Juliet. Re- 
member that. Now is your time. If you 
don't get concessions in the first months 
of your marriage you will never get them. 
I positively shall not dare to explain to 
your father the kind of home it is to 
which Clarence has taken you." 

Juliet knew that this was a figure of 
speech, merely. There was nothing under 
the sun Mrs Cummin did not dare so far 
as Mr Cummin was concerned. Still, she 
wished to reassure her parent, and to do 
so could only fall back on her assertion 
of Clarence's "sweetness." 

" Really a thousand times sweeter than 
when we were engaged," she declared. 
37 
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"You said I could not expect my hus- 
band to be like my lover, mother ; but you 
were wrong. Clarence is more my lover 
a hundred times since we married. He 
says if he'd lost me when we were en- 
gaged he would have been wretched for 
the rest of his days, but that if he lost 
me now there wouldn't be any days — it 
would be the finish I " 

She had a changeable face, which some- 
times and in some eyes was adorably 
pretty ; at others, and to other people, just 
an ordinary girl's face, about which no 
remark was to be made. As she re- 
peated that foolish speech it was lovely, 
soft, and glowing, the eyes dreaming, 
tender, darkened with feeling. Her voice, 
which her enemies called shrill, was sweet 
with a trembling awe. Mrs Cummin, 
who greatly loved her daughter, was 
pleased with that testimony to Eglamore's 
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devotion ; but she was of an eminently 
practical turn of mind. Such hours of 
bliss were winged, she knew ; all the more 
reason to utilise them. 

" Speak to Clarence at once about any 
alteration you wish to have made," she 
insisted. "Get another servant in, or, if 
he prefers it, a page-boy. See that he is 
not stingy over your housekeeping allow- 
ance. I will go into matters with you 
to-morrow, and will decide how much is 
the least you should accept. Be steadfast 
in refusing to have back the old furniture 
and old pictures into the house. I assure 
you they are only rubbish. If he tries 
to persuade you otherwise, don't listen. 
Those two pictures, for instance, about 
which he was so odd at dinner — they 
may be of his father and mother, if so, 
his parents were most common -looking 
people — are absolute daubs. Enough to 
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condemn any house they appear in. Since 
Clarence is so fond of them, hang them 
in his dressing-room. He can have them 
all to himself there." 

When Juliet left her mother she found 
that Clarence had not come up to bed. 
Listening, she heard him moving about 
in the dining-room, and presently she ran 
down to him there. 

He was standing on a chair in one of 
the recesses, carefully dusting with his 
handkerchief the frame of one of his 
parents' portraits, which he had restored 
to their original places. 

" That you, darling ? " he asked without 

turning round, hearing the rustle of her 

silk-lined dress. '* Look here ! Your 

mother had put these pictures away under 

the bedstead in the servants' room, and 

had stood a fender on the top of them. 

She had! You never saw such a sight. 
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There's dozens of things that cost me 
pounds thick, at one time or another, 
shoved away under the beds. The maids 
say they couldn't help themselves, they'd 
orders to shove them away. Look here) 
Do you see what your mother has done 
to this?" 

The comer of one of the dingy gilt 
frames was broken off, and at intervals, 
along one side and at the top, patches 
of white showed where the moulding had 
been injured. 

"Isn't it a wicked shame?" Clarence 
demanded. " Look here, Juliet. This 
is where the foot of the fender went." 

Just where the sleek black hair, arranged 
in a chignon, of the late Mrs Eglamore 
was painted was a deep depression in the, 
canvas and a jagged tear. 

" Isn't it a ghastly shame ? " Eglamore 
asked, sure of his wife's sympathy. 
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But Juliet grew pale as she contem- 
plated her husband's deed. Not once in 
her life had she ventured to maintain her 
own opinion against her mother's. On 
those not infrequent occasions when her 
father attempted to do so the consequences 
were disastrous. 

" How could youl " she cried in fright- 
ened dismay. " Oh, Clarence, what have 
you done ! What will poor mother say ? " 

"Say?" he repeated. He came down 
from the chair, and set it heavily back 
against the wall. "What should your 
mother say except to apologise to me for 
the mischief she has done ? " 

"Apologise! Mother! How can you 
be so absurd ? " she cried. "Oh, Clarence ' 
You might have left cousin Anna's pictures 
there for a little time — what harm could 
they do you ? — till poor mother was gone, 
at anyrate." 
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"And left my father and mother under 
the servants' bed?" Clarence inquired 
with a portentous quiet 

Juliet stood before them in turn and 
looked in silence at the desecrated por- 
truts. That of Clarence's father had also 
suffered. The frame was badly chi{^>ed, 
although in a less degree. A big dent in 
the canvas in the region of Mr Eglamore 
senior's coat collar showed where the foot 
of the fender, having penetrated the pic- 
ture above it, had rested. The portraits 
had evidently been stowed away back to 
back. 

Of the fact that the pictures were well 
painted Juliet was unaware. Her mother 
had said they were common daubs. She 
did not doubt that they were. They did 
not certainly contribute to the appearance 
of the dining-room — the only good-sized 
room in the house, and appropriately 
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furnished — as Cousin Anna's masterpieces 
had done. As she stood before them 
Juliet remembered her mother's exhorta- 
tion. - Now was her time. She must 
begin as she meant to go on. Mrs 
Cummin's wisdom was ever the wisdom 
of her daughter. She seized on her 
courage with both hands. 

" I think these portraits will have to be 
put away again," she said. 

The tone was not her own, but one her 
mother would approve. He looked at 
her with surprised attention. 

"Do you?" he asked. 

"Yes. It is only due to poor mother, 
who has been so kind, leaving — leaving 
father, and everything, for a whole week, 
and working to get things nice for us as 
she never — never has to work at home ; 
standing on chairs and things to hang 
up pictures — and no wardrobe, only hooks, 
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in her nasty, horrible little bedroom, 
and " 

"Well?" 

She had lost her breath, and had to 
pause ; she drew herself up, and went on 
again. "It is only due to mother, Clar- 
ence, that you put Cousin Anna's pictures 
back where mother wished them to be, 
and put these out of the way ; at any- 
rate while mother is here. Send them 
to be regilded and done up." 

He had never heard that tone from 
her before, and he gazed at her in aston- 
ishment 

She was so young. On her round 
cheek, her softly moulded chin, beneath 
her sweet eyes, lay still the dewy bloom 
of very childhood. Her youthful softness 
was a delight to him, her childish inno- 
cence and faith in him had more than 
once brought tears to his eyes. Her 
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ungrudging yielding of herself, her life, 
her opinions to him, while wholly satisfy- 
ing his masculine superiority, had kept 
him kneeling humbly at her feet 

Here was a change, and an unwelcome 
one. 

That Mrs Cummin was a domineering, 
arrogant, self-willed woman he had been 
made amply aware. While he had visited 
at their house he had amused himself, 
at times, in devising plans by which he 
would have known, in the place of Juliet's 
father, how to be even with her. And 
this, while perceiving that it was perhaps 
to her tyrannic rule he owed the charm- 
ing docility of her daughter. That his 
wife would not always with him be equally 
docile, that she would not be able in a 
moment to cast ofT the autocratic sway of 
her mother, had not as yet occurred to 
Clarence Eglamore. 
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He kraked at the girl, therefore, in 
astonishment now, and found himself, for 
the moment, incapable of doing more than 
pronouncing her name. 

"Juliet?" he said, softly interrogative. 

She gained courage, seeing him so 
tame. Her mother would pnuse her to- 
morrow when she found how boldly she 
had comported herself. " Yes ; that mil 
be best — have them resided," she said. 
She took up one of the discarded worlra of 
art, and held it to him. " Put these back 
now, at once, will you?" she requested 
with that new, absurd note of authority. 

" My dearest child, no," he said. 

He took the picture from her, and set 
it again with its face to the wall. He 
laid a hand upon her shoulder heavily, 
emphasising who and what he was. With 
his other hand he held her face turned 
up to him. 
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'* Who has been teaching you ? " he 
asked. "Juliet, that's the kind of thing 
your mother would make your father do. 
I'm not your father, darling." 

The tears rushed to her eyes. " Dear, 
kind father ! " she said with a sob. 

"And you, thank God, are not your 
mother." 

" But you needn't — needn't, directly we 
are married, be unkind about my dear 
father and mother, Clarence." 

"You may be quite sure that I will 
not" 

"Then " She turned eloquently to 

the picture, beseeching him with her tear- 
wet eyes. 

"Certainly not Once and for all time, 
that matter's setded," he said. And, 
mercifully ignorant in his self-confidence 
of how very far that statement was from 
being a fact, he led her to the door of 
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the room, and told her to go upstairs and 
get to bed. 

Not even for that night, as he found 
later, was the matter settled, Juliet went 
slowly upstairs, sad with the consciousness 
that she had miserably failed to adjust a 
situation which for her was fraught with 
terrors. It was her husband's misfortune 
and hers that he could neither heartily 
sympathise with his wife's love for her 
mother, nor even believe in the reality 
of her fear of her. The notion that Mrs 
Cummin's wrath, now that Juliet was 
safely under his roof, could indeed be a 
matter of dread did not enter his head. 
That the thought of her mother's probable 
anger and sorrow should have the power 
to turn her light-heartedness into a miser- 
able foreboding, destroying all her happi- 
ness on her first night in her new home, 
he never suspected. 
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So often she had lived under that dark 
cloud of dread at home. So often she 
had been frightened by her mother's rage, 
and unhappy because of her father's 
sadness. In her childhood it had seemed 
to Juliet that the very heavens frowned 
and grew dark when Mrs Cummin was 
offended. This, when she had herself 
all unwittingly been the cause of offence, 
or when more often the sinner had been 
her father. How infinitely, infinitely 
worse would be the position of affairs if 
her husband should become the object 
<tf her poor mother's displeasure! 

She was too anxious to go to bed. 
She must make one more attempt to 
avert the mischief she saw to be pre- 
paring. When she heard her husband's 
step at last on the stair, and he entered 
his dressing-room, she opened the door 
between the two rooms, and stood in the 
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doorway beseeching htm with her appeal- 
ing eyes. She had put on the white 
dressing-gown, which, to her tall slight- 
ness, was perh^ts its most becoming 
garb ; her head drooped with its distress ; 
all her soft brown hair fell heavily upon 
her shoulders. 

" Not in bed ? " he s^d. He caressed 
her while he chided her. "You are never 
to wait up for me, but to go to bed like 
a good child when I send you there." 

" I will," she said, and clung to him. 
"Clarence, you were a little tiny wee 
bit cross to me just now, weren't you? 
I couldn't go to bed while you were 
cross." 

*' I was not cross one atom ! " he de- 
clared. " How could I, sweet, be cross 
to you?" 

"You do love me just as much as you 
did yesterday, don't you, Clarence?" 
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"Every, every scrap as much." 
" But love, you know, can't stand still," 
she told him, wisely. "To be really, 
really loving as loving, ajid sweet as 
sweet, you must love me a little more 
each day." 

"I do, sweetest! I swear I do." 
"Then you can't deny me one little, 
little favour, Clarence ! Just one teeny, 
insignificant, baby thing I want you 
to do?" 

She had wheedled him in that way 
to buy her marzipan once or twice, or 
to give her sixpence for a beggar. "To 
the half of my kingdom," he said with 
low-voiced fervour, but smiling and with- 
out a misgiving. He cleared her face 
with both hands of her shadowing hair, 
and looked into her eyes, which were 
very serious. 

" Will you, dear Clarence, because I 
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love you so, and because I wish it so 
much, go down again and hang up those 
pictures of Cousin Anna's where poor 
mother had put them ? " 

He ceased to smile. "And put my 
father and mother under the servants' 
bed again, I suppose? And the fender 
on the top of them ? I certainly will not 
do that," he said, and turned away from 
her, and pulled ofT his coat. 

" I never change my mind about a 
thing it's once made up on, my dear," 
he said, as she still miserably lingered. 
" Run away and get into bed." 



CHAPTER III 



FAIR LAUGHS THE MORN 



TN The Cottage, as the Eglamores' tiny 
home was called, was a third room ; 
and in that, to Juliet's intense relief, rather 
than in the dining-room dominated by the 
two ominous portraits, breakfast was latd. 

The room was at the back of the 
house, and looked out upon a large strip 
of garden, narrow, but stretching far, and 
separated from the meadow on either 
side by hedges of lilac. The room had 
a French window, whose door stood open 
invitingly to the box-edged gravel path 
which led, between borders bright with 
wall-flower, tulip, foiget-me-not, polyan- 
thus, to the orchard at the end of the 
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walk, blushing pink through its white 
robe like a bride. 

For the month of the Eglamores' home- 
coming was the month of May, and the 
wide country around, encroaching so de- 
lightfully on the little town of Hale, had 
put on its most smiling face to give them 
welccHne. 

The sun was shining, the air was full 
of sweetest scents. Juliet, whose moods 
were as changeable as the forms of the 
fleecy cloudlets which chased each other 
across the blue of the sky, felt that all 
was well with the world. Her heart sang 
as happily as the thrushes in the lilac 
bushes at the back of the flower borders. 
There had been a Htde gloom in her 
bearing, a touch of a new reserve in her 
demeanour towards her husband since 
last night The flowers, the sunshine, 
the birds' song, the breakfast-table in the 
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bright little room, had dissipated these. 
Eglamore found her, a slim, white-robed 
figrure, as pure-looking and as graceful as 
a new, strange queen of flowers, moving 
among the other flowers in the sunshine. 
She had a buttonhole of forget-me-nots 
hardly bluer than her eyes to fix in his 
coat, a knot of them was stuck in the 
bosom of her own frock, a small posy of 
them, backed by some velvety, blue-black 
pansies, was ready for her mother's plate. 

He drew her, his arm about her 
shoulders, back into the little room. 

''Isn't this sweei?" she asked of him, 
making use of the familiar phrase which 
expressed all her girlish raptures. 

He threw eyes of affection round the 

book-lined walls of the tiny room which 

had been his particular sanctum. ''It is 

no bigger than a nest," he said, pleased 

but deprecating. 
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"And I shall be as happy in it as a 
bird I I would not have it an inch bigger." 

Her mother was in her place at table. 
Her mother was all smiles. Ah, if while 
Mrs Cummin stayed it were possible to 
prevent her entering the dining-room and 
discovering the daring restoration of the 
pictures! If only that were possible! 

With this end in view Juliet exa^er- 
ated her liking for the little morning-room. 
" I like it a thousand times better than 
the dining-room," she artfully said. " It 
is so much more cosy. No, Clarence, I 
don't mind a bit — really! — having the 
hind legs of my chair in the fireplace. 
And if there isn't room for the servant 
to get between mother and the wall, so 
much the better! We needn't have the 
servant in. I love to have the door 
standing wide to that sweet little garden, 
and to see you, you dear old thing, sitting 
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there with a background of flowers. You 
look as sweet as sweet, so ? Doesn't he, 
mother? Doesn't Clareiice look as sweet 
as sweet ? " 

On the suggestion, presently made, 
that they should also take their lunch in 
this delightful pUd-A-terre, Mrs Cummin 
at once threw cold water. " Begin as you 
mean to go on," she advised. " Breakfast 
in here, if you like ; take tea here, occa- 
sionally ; but let the servants understand 
you have lunch and dinner in the dining- 
room. And never dispense with the 
servant at those meals, Juliet Harriet 
prides herself on her waiting, I find ; but 
there are several little niceties she has to 
learn and to familiarise herself with. I 
made her understand this. I told her, 
although she may have given satisfaction 
in a bachelor establishment, she will 
require tutoring in the ways of a mis- 
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tress. There is nothing like beginning 
at once." 

Juliet's face fell " I would so much 
rather not have to tutor, and all that sort 
of horrid thing," she said. 

"You needn't, darling," her husband 
assured her. " Harriet is excellent — a 
treasure of a servant Leave her alone." 

The glitter of battle shone in Mrs Cum- 
min's eyes. " Is she to continue to thump 
the savoury upon the table instead of hand- 
ing it round?" she inquired with simulated 
calm of her son-in-law, who laughed. 

" Does she thump it ? " he asked ; " I 
never noticed." 

" I suppose, however, you know there 
is a correct way of handing a dish, and 
an incorrect ? " the lady continued, and 
drew in her lips. 

" I suppose there is. I have not 
thought about it," he admitted. 
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" But, presumably you will not wish 
your guests to think — when you have 
got things decent enough about you to 
have guests — that your wife has not 
been accustomed to have such things 
properly done ? " 

"Of course, Harriet must be taught, 
you silly boy," Juliet hastened to inter- 
pose. "The best time to teach her is 
while mother is here. Only, I do so wish 
she could be taught in this room." 

Her husband saw her clouded face, and 
his lover's desire to pet and humour his 
wife got the better of his wise resolve to 
propitiate her arbitrary mother. " Poor 
Baby! It is only a baby!" he said, 
laughing at her. " It shall have its own 
way." 

He got up, and edged round the table, 
alt but filling the litde space, and stood 
in the fireplace behind her chair, and 
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turned up her face to him. On alt the 
earth, to his thinking, was no other face 
so adorable : the round, fair cheeks with 
their beauty of finish, to be seen only in 
early youth, their dewy bloom ; the small 
features — not in other people's eyes much 
of features, not classic at all, but upturned; 
the definite, delicate line of the brown 
eyebrows ; the upward curve of the brown 
lashes ; the frame of the loosely dressed 
brown hair. 

Eglamore's close-set lips widened into 
a smile ; his eyes looked love upon the 
lids which fluttered beneath his gaze 
but would not lift themselves. " I also 
wish for lunch in here," he announced. 
" Harriet's education must wait" 

Mrs Cummin moved impatiently in 
her chair, her silk lining rustled. " Have 
it your own way — of course," she said, 
"Your house is your own, Clarence. 
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Only, if my advice is not to be taken, 
and my plans to be thrust on one side, 
I had better go back at once to Birming- 
ham. There I can be of use ; here, 
Juliet evidently does not want me." 

Juliet twisted her face from her hus- 
band's hands and gave an affrighted glance 
at her parent. " I do want you," she said. 
" Oh, mother, you know I want you, 
dreadfully. I don't know how to do a 
single thing. I have told you, Clarence, 
what an ignoramus I am. Of course, it 
is mother who must teach Harriet If 
she — she thumped the savoury before me 
I dare not tell her not to do it. And if 
she put a — a potato on my plate with 
her fingers I give you fair warning I 
should eat it meekly. You must do 
everything, mother. For thousands and 
thousands of pounds I would not have 
you go away." 
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"Then we shall begin as we mean to 
go on, and have lunch in the dining- 
room," Mrs Cummin said. 



But for the prospect of that lunch in 
view of the dreaded portraits, what a 
blissfu] morning that would have been 
for Juliet ! She and her mother spent it 
in her bedroom, unpacking the clothes 
she had had with her on her honeymoon, 
looking over them, putting them away. 
This, with long pauses for talk, sitting 
on the floor, kneeling by wardrobe or 
travelling trunk, as some interesting in- 
cident of their separation was recalled by 
either lady and must be at that moment 
related 

The Tolworths were going to Florence. 

Had not Juliet been told? Positively! 

The mother and her three daughters. 

Picture them there! The fact was, the 
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girls had been so filled with jealousy by 
the marriage of Juliet, who was younger 
than any of them, that their mother had 
been compelled to promise them Florence 
as compensation, 

Juliet, her legs tucked up under her, 
sat on the floor and panted with interest. 
The day before Mrs Cummin had left 
home the Tolworths had called and sent 
messages to Juliet " Be sure to tell her 
about Florence, they had said, and ask her 
if she does not envy us." 

" Tell them No," Juliet said steadily. 
" Tell them I envy no single person upon 
earth." She gripped tightly in her hand 
the shoe of that foot which stuck out side- 
ways beyond her skirt, and looked at the 
carpet before her, for a minute wondering 
what it would be like to have only the 
Tolworths' outlook : to have Florence 
only before her and no Clarence. " I 
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should like them to meet someone in 
Florence to many them all — three some- 
ones — so that they are all happy, mother," 
she said. " Did you know that Clarence 
doesn't admire them at all, although they 
are so pretty ? He only likes brown- 
haired girls, he says " 

"And only one of them, I should 
hope!" Mrs Cummin cried. "My dear! 
Look at this great spot on the flounce of 
your crfipe de Chine." 

Juliet felt responsible still to her mother 
for any carelessness over her clothes. 
" Clarence jogged my arm to look at some 
one just when I was going to drink my 
coffee," she explained. " He was so 
awfully sorry and sweet. He loves me 
best of all in that cr^pe de Chine, 
mother. He vowed, whatever it cost, as 
soon as it was spoilt he would get me 
another." 
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" He'd better see about it, then. It's 
spoilt now." 

"Isn't it wonderful, mother? Often 
as Clarence had looked at me he had 
never discovered what a peculiar shade of 
blue my eyes were till I wore that dress." 

Mrs Cummin's wrath was diverted. 
She glanced aside from the stained flounce 
to the eyes in question. Juliet did not 
get the scolding she expected. Certainly, 
it was very nice to be married. 

While they brushed the mud acquired 
in London yesterday from the hem of her 
grey cloth travelling dress they discussed 
a certain distant connection of Clarence's, 
called Susy Plain. She called herself his 
cousin, and had been the only representa- 
tive of the town of Hale at the wedding. 

" I'm so glad you had her, mother. 

She must have made it nice for you after 

I was gone. (It's escaped the white 

S6 



FAIR LAUGHS THE MORN 

piping — really, mother, look I My hands 
were full of carnations Clarence got me 
in R^ent Street, I couldn't possibly hold 
it up.) Clarence says she is an awfully 
good sort — a kind of person you can really 
talk to, he says, without being bothered. 
No nonsense about her. He says that 
of girls, I think, who have not made 
him make love to them. Such a lot of 
girls really make men, you know — not 
Clarence, he says, but other men ; only, 
Clarence doesn't like to see it. He says 
men can't help themselves, poor things, 
if girls won't leave them alone. (It's only 
the tiniest speck on the white, mother, 

really. If you brush very hard ) 

And did you really like her very much, 
mother ? " 

Yes. Mrs Cummin, who was by no 

means an incensorious person, had nothing 

but good to say of Susy Plain. She had 
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been, it appeared, much impressed by the 
grandeur of Marchmont (Marchmont was 
the name of the Cummins' fine house at 
Edgbaston, Birmingham). She had been 
also a little anxious as to how the 
Eglamore humble dwelling might strike 
Juliet in comparison with that man- 
sion. 

" She'll be much relieved to find you've 
made up you're mind to like it," the 
mother said. 

As if Juliet could do otherwise ! 
Clarence had thought of every single 
thing in it to please her, she declared. 
He'd remembered her least little tiniest 
wish. There wasn't even a doormat in 
the place that he had not thought of her 
when he chose iL Juliet knew because 
he'd said so. " You know how I love 
grandfathers' clocks, mother P I just 
happened one day to say I loved them ; 
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and now look — grandfathers' clocks ; one 
in the hall and one on the landing. Two 
of them ! Did you see, mother ? " 

" And heard ! One keeps me awake 
with its ticking every night." 

"Poor, dear mother! But when Clar- 
ence has been so sweet, shouldn't 1 be 
an ungrateful wretch not to like the pljice ? 
Of course I like it ! " 

" All the same, get out of it as soon 
as possible. To live in such a house 
gives you no standing in the town. I said 
so to Susy Plain only yesterday." 

" And what did Susy say ? " 

" She agreed, of course. She said she 
wouldn't be mewed up in such a poky hole 
for anything. You see, if Clarence is 
really so much in love as he says, he'll do 
anything, Juliet." 

Juliet sighed as, having brushed away 
every speck of mud, she got up and shook 
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the grey cloth skirt with white pipings. 
" He's certainly very much in love, dear 
old boy," she said. 

" Then now's your time," insisted Mrs 
Ctmimin. 



CHAPTER IV 

THE CLASH OF WILLS 

" T THOUGHT I asked you always to 
lay my place on this side of the 
table?" Mrs Cummin said to Harriet 
as they were all about to sit down to 
lunch. 

Harriet assumed an aggrieved look. 
"'M, so I did set you there, 'm. I laid 
your knives and forks and your glasses 
and your serverette where you told me 
to yesterday, 'm ; and " 

"And I moved them," Juliet hastened 
to admit. " I thought you'd be more 
safely out of the draught there, mother. 
Harriet shall remember to put you against 
the door to-morrow, if you really like it 
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best But there's quite a strong draught 
to-day. Really ! ' 

Sufficient for the day was the evil of 
iL Let her sit with her back to the 
portraits for this one meal ! 

But even in such a small matter as her 
place at table it was a difficult matter to 
switch Mrs Cummin off a course deter- 
mined on. Juliet might perjure herself, 
and feel a strong draught blowing on that 
still day through the closed door, but 
Harriet had to replace the knives and 
forks and set the chair in the originally 
indicated spot all the same. 

Instantly, as Mrs Cummin took her 
place, she lifted her eyes to the opposite 
wall, and they fell on the reinstated 
portraits. 

Juliet was nervously making some re- 
mark to her husband, who had been away 
at his office all the morning. Her voice 
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wavered, almost died away, went on again 
with a desperate courage. She held her 
husband's gaze with her frightened eyes, 
but she knew, for all that, the exact 
moment in which the discovery was made. 
Had it been greeted with the loud ha ! ha I 
of the war-horse scenting the battle, the 
sound would not have been to her 
ears more ominous than the silence in 
which Mrs Cummin, perceiving the 
portraits, looked away in an ill-boding 
stillness where even her frock had ceased 
to rustle. 

Without daring to move her eyes from 
her husband's face, Juliet was aware her 
mother was silently waving away the 
lamb rissole which Harriet was offering 
her. Cold beef was the alternative ; when 
that too was declined Juliet's heart was 
like lead within her. 

" Nothing ? " Clarence demanded of his 
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mother-in-law, the carvers poised in his 
hands, his eyebrows raised. 

"Thank you — nothing," Mrs Cummin 
replied with a crushing finality. 

Juliet's hands shook as she went through 
the pantomime of her own lunch. If 
Harriet had not been watchfully stand- 
ing by it is more than probable that she 
would have broken down and cried over 
the rissole she was pretending to eat. 

" Why, what have you two been doing ? " 
Eglamore asked. " You have been brows- 
ing on those sweets you draped out of 
me yesterday, haven't you, Juliet ? Now, 
look here. You sha'n't ruin your teeth 
and your digestion and your appetite. 
You hand over that rubbish after lunch, 
and I'll lock it up, and allow you two 
lollipops at a time when you're good, and 
two for your mother." 

He turned to the last-named lady as he 
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made that playful threat and got his first 
inkling that Mrs Cummin was "on her 
hind legs," as he called it disrespectfully 
to himself. The deepened complexion, the 
glitter of the eyes fixed rigidly before her, 
the tightened mouth, told him as much. 
He looked at his wife, who, with an 
expression of frightened misery in her 
eyes, cast an explanatory glance upon the 
portraits in the niches. 

"That is it?" Clarence said to himself. 
He cut himself another slice of cold beef, 
\ Jind helped himself lavishly to salad ; 
then, suppressing an inclination to laugh, 
he began to talk with unusual glibness to 
his wife. 

He told how his senior partner, his 
Uncle Isaac, and the clerks had welcomed 
him back to the office. How some of 
the latter had grown grey in his uncle's 
service, and all had been there when he 
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himself had joined, a boy just through 
his Articles. How champagne had been 
drunk and kind things said 

"We must have them all up to some- 
thing, Juliet And you must win all 
their hearts at a swoop; and there shall 
be more champagne. One doesn't get 
married every day, Mrs Cummin." 

Mrs Cummin neither unfixed her stare 
nor unscrewed her mouth. 

Clarence went on, undaunted. Uncle 
Isaac had asked If he might make his call 
after office hours, and had wanted his 
nephew to name an early day when he 
would take his wife to dine at Willowhurst, 
Uncle Isaac's home. This person and 
that had looked in, to shake hands and to 
wish Clarence and his wife luck. 

" Everyone Is what you'd call ' sweet," 
and wants to be very friendly," he finished. 

Juliet was miserably indififerent, given 
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over for the time to the apprehension of 
the trouble ahead. " I don't know who 
they are— I don't want to know — I don't 
care," she limply said. 

"You know Susy, don't you? She's 
coming this afternoon to see you. She 
saw me above the office blind £ind tapped 
at the window and asked if she might 
She is a good old fellow, Susy is ! I was 
glad to see her smiling old face agsun." 

" I didn't know she was an old man. I 
thought she was a ^rl," Juliet said, with 
an attempt at a laugh. 

"A girl of sorts," Clarence said. And 
then the pudding came in, and this too 
— oh, horror! oh, despair I — Mrs Cummin 
refused. She refused the cream cheese 
and watercress — everything! 

" There's something ain't to the old 
girl's liking, you bet," Harriet warned 
cook over their own meal. " Tain't me. 
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I took care she shouldn't have a chance 
to pick no holes the fust day as the 
master come back. 'Tis you, Gertie. 
The sparrow-grass weren't laid straight 
i' th' dish, or somethin' had let the water 
in, bet your life." 

** Wait till she tell me of it ! " cook cried 
with defiance. " I ain't agoin* to have 
two missises in one house, nayther; and 
so ril up and tell her as soon as look at 
her." 

In the dining-room, meanwhile, Harriet 
having finally withdrawn, Mrs Cummin, 
whose temper had not improved by 
starvation, addressed herself to Clar- 
ence. 

" I wish to know, if you have a time- 
table handy, by what train I can return to 
Birmingham," she said. 

"You don't want to know about the 

trains to-day, surely, Mrs Cummin ? " 
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" I am leaving to-day," she announced 
with an inauspicious calm. 

Juliet began to cry, "No, mother! 
Oh, mother I " she sobbed. 

" I thought you would have stopped 
with us for at least a week," Clarence 
politely protested. 

" I do not stay in a house where I find 
my services publicly slighted" — her voice 
shook now with the intensity of her wrath 
— " and myself — myself — insulted." 

Clarence had been preparing to light 
the cigarette he allowed himself after the 
midday meal. He paused, the match 
unlit in his hand, the look of amusement 
it had held through lunch gone from his 
face, and all the softness from his eyes, 
and looked at his mother-in>law. 

" What do you mean ? " he asked. 

She was by no means the typical 
mother-in-law, fat and elderly and ridicu- 
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tous, as that much - abused person is 
popularly supposed to be, and sometimes 
is not. She was small and slight and 
youthful-looking — carefully so. Her face 
was well-featured, after the sharply aquiline 
model, her hair was beautifully dressed. 
She hjid been of the age of twenty-eight 
when Juliet, who was now twenty, had 
been born, and people who wished to 
flatter the rich merchant's wife — and there 
were many who did — said she looked like 
Juliet's sister. There were traces of 
temper about the eyes and brow, of 
stubbornness about the mouth and jaw. 
Her husband had sometimes called her to 
himself a fiend. No one had called her a 
coward. 

Her small, close-set eyes met Clarence's 
unflinchingly. 

" You surely cannot know what 
you are saying! Who has insulted 
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you? What do you mean?" he re- 
peated. 

" Need you ask ? " the mother-in-law 
cried. She jerked a hand towards the 
offending portraits. " To defy my wishes, 
to undo my plans, to belittle me in the 
sight of your own servjmts on the first 
day of your return! In doing this you 
have insulted me." 

She got up from the table, and stood, 
the tips of her fingers touching the cloth, 
looking at Eglamore, seated at the head 
of it, with something of that air of un- 
conquerable enmity wherewith he had 
seen her occasionally regard her husband. 
She threw her head farther back, and 
looked over her cheeks at him with 
lowered lids. When she had heard the 
phrase "offended queen" it was so that 
she had pictured outrf^ed Majesty's pose. 

" I consider myself insulted," she said. 
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" Even from my daughter's husband I 
will not submit to insulL" 

Clarence struck the match, lit the 
cigarette, flung the match into the fire- 
place. "Absurd!" he said, and put the 
cigarette between his lips. 

His wife was looking at him with 
agonised face, leaning forward, the fingers 
of her slight hands pulling upon each 
other across her breast crushed against 
the table. In the dreadful quarrels be- 
tween father and mother never had she 
interfered. She was afraid to interfere 
now ; yet how often had Clarence, in the 
past delightful weeks, pledged himself 
to do anything she might demand of him 
for her sake! 

"Clarence!" she breathed imploringly. 

He looked at her with no softening in 
his eyes and looked away again. 

" To call me, while I am defenceless be- 
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neath your roof, ' absurd,' is not to lessen 
the insult," Mrs Cummin pronounced. 

"What else can I call it? Any sane 
person would call it so." 

Clarence stopped as his wife again 
called upon his name. "What is it that 
you want me to say ? " He watted, and 
smoked his cigarette for a moment. His 
lower lip protruded upon it, the cigarette 
pointing upward, his eyes on Juliet's 
pleading face. Then he laughed, and 
turned to Mrs Cummin. 

" I haven't any heroics at command, 
I fear," he said slowly; "but anything 
that I can do or say to make you feel — 
happier, Mrs Cummin — I am ready to 
say or do — in reason." 

"Clarence!" Juliet cried again. She 
sprang from her place and rushed round 
to her husband and sat on his knee and 
folded her arms about his neck. "You 
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are a darling! I love you!" she whis- 
pered. 

Mrs Cummin already tasted triumph. 
" I only ask you to do what the merest 
decency demands," she said with an air 
of waiting with dignified calm the result. 

Clarence, passively accepting his wife's 
caresses, and holding his cigarette clear 
of her hair, contented himself with looking 
his question with cold eyes. 

Mrs Cummin raised a hand and pointed 
to the chipped frames, the damaged 
canvases of the portraits desecrating the 
shallow recesses on either side of the 
fireplace, where Cousin Anna's pictures, 
in all the glory of new gilding and new 
paint, had hung. 

Her son-in-law turned a momentary gaze 

and turned back, while Juliet squeezed 

his throat tighter in her embrace, and 

uttered a more imploring " Clarence ! " 
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" I gather," he said slowly, with the 
careful precision of speech he usually 
reserved for his clients, "that the re- 
placing the portraits of my father and 
mother in the position they originally 
occupied has caused you annoyance?" 

Mrs Cummin, still gazing at him over 
her cheeks beneath lowered lids, admitted 
the inference in silence. 

"I concede" — here he laid down the 
half-burnt cigarette on the side of his 
plate — " that, thanks to their sojourn 
under the servants' bed and beneath the 
foot of the dining-room fender, they no 
longer have an exactly decorative effect 
I'm sorry they don't do the house so 
much credit as the masterpieces of Juliet's 
Cousin Anna did in their stead ; and that 
in spite of their present defective condition 
I have felt compelled to replace them. 
For any annoyance this action has caused 
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you I am sorry, of course, and I beg to 
apologise." 

For recompense a rapturously whispered 
" Darling ! " was in his ear, a tightening 
of Juliet's arm about his neck. 

Mrs Cummin drew in a breath of grati- 
fication. She was relieved, but by no 
means surprised. She had been the 
champion of too many lists, entering them 
dways without one fear of defeat. She 
was not, however, as yet satisfied. 

" I accept your apology, Clarence," she 
said. (Ah, the load off Juliet's heart ! 
She sat upright on her husband's knee. 
The idea of having the rissoles brought 
back, and of begging her mother to eat 
them crossed her mind. But Mrs Cum- 
min went relentlessly on, and again the 
lord of Juliet's bosom sat heavily upon 
his throne.) "Juliet will be as relieved 
as I shall be to have these shabby old 
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portraits out of the way, and the pictures 
specially painted by Cousin Anna for your 
wedding appropriately hung as I had 
arranged." 

" No ! " Clarence said ; he put his 
wife gently from his knee and got up. 
" No," he repeated ; " I must request you, 
Mrs Cummin, to leave the portraits of 
my father and mother where I have hung 
them." 

He received no answer but the glare 
of his adversary's eye. He met it steadily 
for a minute, then turned away, and went 
with high demeanour from the room. 

At the door he looked back and called 
to Juliet. " I want you, dear," he said. 

But Juliet knew her place better than 
to follow. Of her own accord she would 
have chosen any society on earth for 
the next quarter of an hour rather than 
her mother's company. But, for all her 
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life, her will bad been ber motber's will. 
To it sbe was a slave still. 

As for Eglamore, be bad made his 
ultimatum. Discretion, he knew by the 
study of the law, to be the better, not 
to say the cheaper, part of valour, and he 
deemed it desirable to leave the bouse 
without re-encounter. Yet, the stupend- 
ous separation of two and a half hours 
before them, bow could he part from his 
wife without farewell? 

In bis dressing - room he lingered in- 
geniously over washing his hands, stood 
for minutes before the looking-glass brush- 
ing his already unruffled hair. " Poor 
Cummin ! " be said to himself many times. 
"Heavens! to be married to such a 
woman ! " 

There was so little of Juliet, his girlish, 
yielding Juliet, in ber — a fact he had 
always rapturously recognised — that the 
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circumstance of her being his wife's 
mother did not at all soften him to- 
wards his guest. She was his g^est, she 
had shown him hospitaHty. Juliet had 
a habit of affection for her, she was the 
wife of Juliet's unhappy father — these were 
her claims on his consideration ; for these 
reasons he had made his apology, although 
the doing it had gone against the grain 
and rufHed him to remember. 

What an awful woman ! To be tied 
to her for life ! Poor Cummin ! Poor 
Cummin, with the strong and tender 
heart, and the beaten look in his eyes! 

" I'm off in two minutes, darling," he 
called as he put on his hat outside the 
dining-room door. 

He went into the garden and walked 

between the long flower borders, up and 

down the straight path which had been 

fresh gravelled in honourof Juliet When, 
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still, she did not come he went round to 
the dining-room window which was in 
the front of the house and looked within. 
Having looked he re-entered the house, 
and, crossing the little hall, threw open 
the dining-room door. 

Juliet was crouching upon the Boor, 
her arms flung out upon the seat of a 
chair, her head flung upon her arms. 
" Mother is going, Clarence," she sobbed. 
" She is going away at once, Clarence." 
Mrs Cummin did not speak, but the poise 
of her head, the pressure of her lips, the 
angry shaking of her hands, shouted un- 
mistakably : " At once ! " 

Her face was pale, her features screwed 
with the intensity of her determination ; 
there was a glint of fury in her eyes. 
Before her on the table was a collection 
of odds and ends ; some lacework Clar- 
ence remembered often to have seen in her 
So 
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hands, and a satin bag clasped with silver 
which had been familiar to him at March- 
mont, a writing-case, a novel, with the 
ticket of a Birmingham library pasted on 
the cover. Eglamore knew at a glance 
she had been going from room to room 
making a collection of her belongings. 
He looked at her with a heavy serious- 
ness. " I am sorry ; but you must of course 
please yourself, Mrs Cummin," he said. 
" Are you not coming to say good-bye, 
Juliet.'" he asked, turning to his wife. 

Juliet leapt up and flew upon him, sob- 
bing, holding tightly to his coat. "Oh, 
Clarence ! Don't let her ! " she cried. 
" Don't let mother leave us so ! It will 
break my heart. It will ! It will ! " 

" My dear child, I can't control your 
mother." 

" But may I ? Clarence, may I — do say 
I may — take the horrible portraits down ? 
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She will stay if I do— she has said so. 
You will stay if I do, mother ? Tell him 
— oh, do tell Clarence so." 

"Hush! Nonsense!" he said, short 
and sharp. 

She was to hear it often in the future, 
but that was the first time (and she always 
remembered it) she had suffered that tone 
from him. " Now, listen, Juliet ; listen, 
and try to bear it in mind. The last word 
I intend to say about those pictures I have 
already spoken. Let that be the finish. 
I am going now. Good-bye, darling." 

But Juliet pushed him away when he 
would have kissed her, and went sobbing 
back to her place on the floor, and hid her 
face in the seat of the chair again. 

"All for the sake of a pair of hideous, 
ugly, common, old beastly portraits!" she 
chokingly cried. 



CHAPTER V 

IN WHICH THE SAVOURY WAS LATE 

T ATE as he was on that afternoon (and 
he was a man of a punctual habit) 
Clarence Eglamore did not go at once 
to his office. He walked quickly past 
the tall, narrow house where the old-estab- 
lished firm, whose junior partner he W£is, 
carried on their profession of solicitors. 
A few hundred feet farther on, and the 
offices, shops, private houses ceased, and 
the High Street lost itself in the Church 
Road, a pleasant region of widely detached 
villas, large and small ; of grass-bordered 
paths and shadowing trees. Here the 
houses stood in spacious gardens amid 
old May-trees, pink chestnuts, laburnums, 
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copper beeches. Into the gate of one of 
the largest of these, whose lawns had been 
kept rolled and neat for generations, in 
whose beautifully cared for borders — long 
and long before herbaceous borders had 
become fashionable — hollyhock, peony, 
tree-lupin, delphiniums, and phloxes, red 
and white, had come up, year after year, 
Eglamore turned. 

" Susy ! " he called ; and a lady who 
had been stooping, scissors in hand, cutting 
dead tulips from a round bed in the centre 
of the carriage - drive before the house, 
lifted her head. 

She was a plump young woman of ample 
proportions, whose neat attire was hidden 
for the moment in a voluminous holland 
pinafore ; who looked at the world through 
a pair of glasses perched on a broad and 
upturned nose ; who smiled at it with a 
wide mouth and a long upper lip ; who 
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had the kind of countenance people call 
"open" and associate with good nature. 
She came forward briskly to greet her 
visitor. 

" Well, I call this decent of you to come 
so soon ! " she cried, and pulled off her 
stiff gardening glove and seized the young 
man's hand. 

" I didn't come for politeness — just 
because I want you," he hastened to ex- 
plain. "You know Mrs Cummin, Susy?" 

She looked at him and nodded. The 
sun was on her glasses ; he could not see 
the expression of her eyes. 

" Susy, she is a fearful woman ! " 

Susy looked away and laughed aloud. 
"I wouldn't be Mr Cummin for nuts!" 
she said. " I was only there a week, but 
— my word ! " 

He stopped her. " I know. If you 
and she were strangers I wouldn't say 
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a word. But everything's safe with you, 
Susy ; and — the fat's in the fire at home 
this afternoon." 

** Already?" Susy inquired, with no 
abatement of her cheerfulness. ** She's 
jumping on Juliet, I suppose ? " 

''Not so bad as that. I'm the victim. 
And — she's going away." 

'*Well I never! And you and Juliet 
only home last night! How you do go 
it, old man ! What have you all been 
up to?" 

He told her the smalF history. She 
stood and listened, sometimes smiling to 
herself behind her glasses, sometimes 
smiling openly from ear to ear. 

"And what is it you want me to do? " 
she asked, in her hearty, good-comrade 
tone, when the recital was over. 

"I hardly know," he admitted. "But 

you're such a good sort, Susy, and poor 
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little Juliet's upset, and you're going down 
there ; cheer her up, will you, and be good 
to her, and do what you can with her mad 
old mother. Smooth things over — make 
her stop, if you can. Don't let's have a 
ridiculous scandal to begin with ; I leave 
it to you. You'll know how to manage. 
I must be off. I'm fifteen minutes late 
for an appointment as tt is. Do your 
best, Susy." 

He got through that speech moving 
away, she following him, his watch in his 
hand. At the gate he stopped. " Don't 
think me mad for rushing in like this and 
rushing away," he said " Only, I couldn't 
stop with poor little Juliet myself, and 
I want someone to be good to her. And 
I've always come to you, Susy, haven't 
I?" 

She nodded and laughed. " You always 
have." 
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"When I've anything to get off my 
chest I suppose I shall stilL I'm off now. 
Good-bye, Susy," 

" Ta-ta, Clarence." 

He stopped when he had started running 
along the road and called to her over the 
b«ujttfully kept double hedge which 
bounded the Plains' garden. " I won't 
have the portraits removed, remember. 
Anything but that, Susy." 

" Right you are I " she called back to 
him. " 1 wouldn't if I were you." 

Susy, broadly smiling, walked through 
the garden again, and in through the 
open window to the morning - room of 
Cuckoo Hall, as the Plains' house was 
called, where her mother sat at work. 

"Such a lark I" the daughter cried. 
That she permitted herself occasional 
vulgarities of speech had helped in some 
unexplained way to establish £unong 
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charitably disposed people her character 
for good nature. " You know Mrs 
Cummin ? There's been a row all round 
at Clarence's place. She's taking herself 
off this afternoon." 

Then, with much enjoyment of the 
humour of the situation, she told the tale, 
which lost nothing in the telling. She 
pulled off her holland pinafore and cast 
from her her gardening accoutrements. 
" He wants me to smooth things over for 
him. I may as well go and see about it 
at once, I suppose." 

" Yes, go, and get back and let's hear 
all about it," the mother said. She was 
a fat and comfortable-looking woman, 
wearing a white silk shawl over her 
shoulders, and, although her husband 
had been dead ten years, a widow's cap. 
Put thirty years on to Susy's thirty-five 
and it could be seen Miss Plain would 
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be the living, comfortable image of her 
comfortable mother. 

"What a way to begin!" Mrs Plain 
cried. She laughed her daughter's laugh. 
It disclosed in her case a perfect set pf 
false teeth. The elder lady had the 
advantage there, for Susy's teeth were 
large and irregular, and a good many of 
them stopped. " How everyone will 
talk!" 

Susy lifted her broad shoulders. " I'm 
not a bit surprised. I told you about the 
woman in her own house. She's a tyrant, 
and the rest of them slaves. Mr Cummin 
doesn't call his soul his own ; the girl is 
as soft as pudding. I thought she'd find 
out she'd caught a Tartar when she caught 
Clarence, There'll be the deuce to pay 
at The Cottage, you'll see." 

When Susy, dressed for her visit, 
appeared before her mother ^ain, Mrs 
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Plain, looking at her daughter over her 
spectacles, intensely approved the tight- 
fitting, fawn - coloured coat and skirt 
adorned with green strappings, in which 
the young lady's stout form was enclosed, 
the high-crowned hat of green, trimmed 
with a fawn ribbon and a white wing. 
She was working her brown, thick fingers 
into a new pair of white kid gloves. 

" I don't envy Juliet Eglamore over- 
much, mother," she said. 

There had been quite a number of 
people in Hale interested to hear that 
announcement which Susy was rather 
fond of making. Among them were those 
who put their own construction on it, 
suspecting that for all Miss Plain's good 
nature, high spirits, cheerful disposition, 
she did in her heart very greatly envy 
Clarence Eglamore's young wife. 

" Clarence is a good fellow enough, 



THE EGLAMORE PORTRAITS 

with people who know how to manage 
him ; but although she's so proud of her 
bargain, Juliet hasn't caught exactly an 
angel, and so shell find out. You mark 
my words." 

"We shall see," Mrs Plain said, busy 
over her white wool and her crotchet 
needle. She had had her plans with 
regard to Clarence too, and they had 
"gone agley"; but she was a person of 
a cheerful frame of mind and a short 
memory, and she bore no grudge. 

" I shall stand by Clarence, of course. 

When he told me of his engagement I 

promised him I would. ' Make your 

mind easy; I'll never chuck you up,' I 

said. So, you see, he's come to me. 

And I've been thinking if Mrs Cummin 

persists in leaving The Cottage we'd 

better take her in here, mother. If 

people want to know the reason we can 
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tell them they hadn't room for her frocks 
at Clarence's. We might add he hasn't 
been able to afford to get a wardrobe." 

" Well, there's seven here," Mrs Plain 
said, with a complacent chuckle. " And 
it'll take her all her time to quarrel with 
you and me, Susy. Yes. Let her come, 
if you like." 

In the end that was how it was ar- 
ranged. Mrs Cummin, being tearfully 
implored to do so by Juliet, and per- 
ceiving that in that way alone she could 
at once maintain her dignity and delay the 
separation from her daughter, graciously 
accepted the Plains' invitation. 

" It'll save a lot of talk," Susy said 
sensibly. 

She was indeed a delightfully sensible, 
matter-of-fact person, and withal, so very 
good-natured. She talked over the incon- 
veniences of hall, of dining- and drawing- 
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rooms to which Mrs Cummin for the fifth 
time called her attention ; she laughed at 
the tiny dimensions of the moming-room. 
She listened once more to the argument 
in favour of a third servant, and agreed 
to the impossibility of two m^ds any 
longer doing the work of the house ; that 
is, if Harriet were to be dressed in time to 
answer the door bell in the afternoon. 

" If she cannot do this — if she is still in 
her print frock — who, I should like to ask 
you, is to admit Juliet's callers?" Mrs 
Cummin unanswerably demanded. "And 
I suppose, even in such an out-of-the-way 
hole as this. Juliet will have callers ? " 

"She'll have exactly twenty-five," Susy 
said, who was an authority on the social 
capacity of Hale. 

"Then, is Juliet expected to open her 
own door to those twenty- five, may I 
ask?" 
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Susy laughed. " Clarence will have to 
get in a footman," she suggested. 

" It is to that Juliet has been accus- 
tomed at home," Mrs Cummin, who never 
knew when she was being laughed at, 
reminded the visitor. 

"The twenty-five may ring and ring! 
I'll never say ' Come in,' " Juliet declared. 
She had wept on this first afternoon of 
her new life till she could weep no more, 
and was now lying back languidly in her 
chair with a headache. 

Before Susy left, promising to send the 
carriage for the outraged lady and her 
lugg^e, she was taken into the dining- 
room by Mrs Cummin, who pointed to 
the portraits on the walls. 

"These pretty objects," she explained, 

restrainedly bitter, "are the cause of the 

unpleasantness. For their sakes I am 

banished from my only daughter's house. 
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What do you think of them ? Do you 
blame me for putting them out of the 
way? Is it possible that any sane person, 
accustomed to decent surroundings, could 
consider them ornamental ? " 

Susy stood, her hands on her substantial 
hips, her feet wide planted as was her 
favourite pose, and gazed upon the pic- 
tures through her eyeglasses. " Poor 
Pa and Ma Eglamore ! " she said, " they 
certainly look a trifle battered." 

" It seems that they were put under the 
servants' bed," Mrs Cummin explained. 
" I am not responsible for where they 
were put. I simply ordered them out of 
the way. Do you blame me ? " 

" I certainly shouldn't be keen to 
have them hanging on my walls," Susy 
admitted. " They are my relations, 
but I make you a present of them. 
You can stick them under the bed or 
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into the fire, for all I care," Susy, who 
was bothered by no silly sentiment, de- 
clared. 



Juliet drove in the Plains' carriage with 
her mother and saw her installed in the 
Plains' old-fashioned but luxurious and 
most comfortable house, and bad tea with 
her there (Mrs Cummin could have eaten 
her fingers by that time, and had to 
apologise for her most unseasonable ap- 
petite), and walked back by herself to her 
own home, feeling very strange and lonely 
in the unfamiliar place. 

She was sitting, still in coat and hat, 
staring dully at nothing, feeling lonely, 
injured, and neglected, when her husband 
came home from his office. 

"Been out?" he asked. "Ah, that's 
too bad ! " when she told him yes. " I 
promised myself the pleasure of showing 
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you 6rst to the people of Hale. What 
did they think of you?" 

" I'm sure I don't know." 

"That sounds as if you also didn't 



*' I don't." 

He came and stood before her. " Well, 
are you going to kiss me ? " 

She made no movement to do so. 

"Juliet!" he said, and bent above her. 
But she turned away her face, and he 
stood up again. He looked round the 
room with a certain satisfaction. "Your 
mother really gone ? " 

"You can see for yourself." 

" Back to Birmingham ? " 

She did not deny the fact 

"She must have caught the 3.3 train 
then. I was afraid ^he would be too 
late." 

"Afraid?" 



THE SAVOURY WAS LATE 

He laughed, and sat on the arm of her 
chair. " Don't be a naughty, sulky baby," 
he coaxed her. " You and I have got to 
stand by each other, whatever happens, 
sweet. Tell me, honestly now — whisper 
it, if you like — don't you think your 
mother behaved very foolishly?" 

She jerked away her head and turned 
her lips from the ear that was held for 
the whisper ; " I think someone else 
behaved very crossly, and unkindly, and 
selfishly, and " 

"You can't possibly mean that I did 
that?" 

"I do-^I do then! I'll never forgive 
you — never I " 

He looked in a minute's silence at the 
back of her head, her face being hidden 
in the cushion of the chair. "It's your 
mother speaking, not you. I don't care 
to hear any more of Mrs Cummin's re- 
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as wax, his eyes tender as he watched 
her. 

He seemed not to nodce her carefully 
apathetic pose, her dreary monosyllaUes, 
but kept up cheerfiilly all the talk which, 
for Harriet's benefit, was necessary. At 
last (Harriet had left them to themselves 
then) Clarence made some delightfully 
witty remark at which, in spite of herself, 
Juliet laughed. He went round to her 
end of the table then, and knelt by her 
side and put his arms round her reluctant 
waist 

'* Look at me, Juliet," he commanded. 

She held herself away from him in 
her chair, but looked as she was told. 

" Aren't you afraid ? " he solemnly 
asked her. 

"Afraid?" 

" Don't you know that this is the first 
meal you and I have had together in 



THE SAVOURY WAS LATE 

our own home, and you have told me 
you are miserable ? Juliet, how dare you 
say such a wicked, black, ungrateful thing 
as that ? How dare you, Juliet ? " 

He was so very impressive tn his 
manner that she was awed, and looked 
at him with wide eyes. 

" Don't you remember," he went on, 
" that in this room, at this table, just 
where I've sat to-night looking across 
at you, I've sat for all these last months, 
and thought of you ; longing with all 
my heart for the time when I should see 
you sitting here ? But here is something 
I did not tell for fear that you mi^t 
laugh. I used to pretend — so lonely I 
was without you — that you were really 
there, and talk to you in my own 
thoughts ; and you — you used to answer 
back. You did, sweet, it's a fact. And 
the things you said to me — ah, Juliet! 
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how can I tell you how sweet they were ? 
Of ourselves always, and our future to- 
gether we talked, and many things you 
told me of the happiness to come. But 
never once did you tell me that, with 
me beside you — ^your husband — all we've 
hoped for and talked of and lived for 
ours, you could ever be unhappy. Not 
once, Juliet. Never — never once ! " 

Her lip was trembling as a child's 
might have done. In these last happy 
days of her avowed love for him more 
than once his eyes had grown dim with 
grateful tears — there was a mist before 
diem now, and his whispering voice was 
very tender. 

" If I believed the words you said to 
me to-night, if I thought you said them 
from your heart, if I imagined they ever 
could come true, and feared that, having 
married you, I could not make you 
104 
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happy, do you know, Juliet, that my 
heart would be broken?" 

But she was on his neck now, clinging 
to him, whispering that she was happy 
— oh, so happy, so happy — that she loved 
him, loved him, loved him ; that it was 
her mother who 

Here the door opened, and Clarence 
had barely time to fly to his feet, and 
no time at all to look as if he had not 
been hugging his wife, when Harriet 
advanced into the room. 

"'M, cook is sorry to have kept you 
waiting," she said, " but the kitchen 
stove is be'aving so badly to-night that 
the sav'ry weren't ready before, 'm." 

Thereupon, in the fashion to which 
poor Mrs Cummin had so strongly ob- 
jected, she thumped the dish upon the 
table. 

The pair decorously seated opposite 
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each other laughed a little unsteadily in 
each other's happy eyes. 

"Oh, ought I really to have insisted 
on her handing the savoury round ? " 
Juliet asked. 



CHAPTER VI 

A FRIENDLY DINNER 

" T FEEL just like one of those horrible 
dreams when you go out shopping 
in your night-gown," Juliet declared. 

She was wearing, instead of a hat, 
some white lace thrown over her brown 
hair, and her white evening dress was 
hidden by a long white coat lined with 
white silk, and the Eglamores were on 
their way to dine at Cuckoo Hall, the 
residence of the Plains. 

"We always walk out to dinner in 
Hale — those of us who haven't carriages. 
It's all right," Clarence assured her. 
" Did Susy say who is to meet us ? " he 
asked, 
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" No," said Juliet faintly. '* She only 
said a quiet dinner." 

"Still, they aren't quite alone, I sup- 
pose? Do you know who's there?" 

"No," said Juliet, fainter still. "At 
least — please don't ask, Clarence." 

"Juliet, why didn't you tell me your 
mother was staying there? Why did 
you try to make me think she had gone 
home by the 3.3 train?" 

"Mother particularly didn't wish me 
to tell you, Clarence." 

"Did she particularly wish you to tell 
me a lie?" 

"I didn't! Oh, Clarence 1 you do put 
things so horribly!" 

"To act one, then? Do you think, 

for your mother's telling, you should 

keep a secret from me, Juliet? Ever 

such a little one ? It was a quite useless 

attempt I saw your mother and her 
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luggage go P^t the office in the Plains' 
carriage ; and before that I knew, for 
Susy called through the window to tell 
me she was coming; and even before 
that, and before you knew yourself, for 
Susy ran in on her way to The Cottage 
to tell me she was going to ask her. 
You can't do anything in a comer in a 
place like Hale." 

"Not if your horrible Susy is always 
tittle-tattling. What has she to do in 
your office, pray?" 

"Your mother, my dear, has made 
herself the topic of the day. Every man 
and woman I have come across has 
looked at me with a compelling curiosity 
in their eyes ; a kind of dumb, piteous 
appeal to me to put them out of their 
misery ; a ' Come-my-dear-fellow-do-tell- 
us-all-about-it ' air. As soon as I got 
to the office this morning my uncle sent 
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for me to his room. ' So I find you have 
already turned your mother-in-law out 
of your house?' he said." 

" And you — what did you reply to 
that?" Juliet asked, with something 
ominous in her tone, and looking round 
into his face. 

" I naturally replied that I didn't." 

'•But you did ! " Juliet said, with a 
catch in her voice; "you did! And 
however much I try I can't forget it." 
• • • • • • 

Mrs Cummin had no objection to feel 
herself the heroine of a dramatic situation, 
and was a little disappointed to miss the 
start of surprise she had expected when 
her son-in-law's gaze should fall on her 
unlooked-for presence. His polite and 
quite unembarrassed greeting, although 
it may have relieved the tension of the 
situation, was not entirely welcome. 

no 
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She had meant to act beautifully. To 
be dignified and a little cold, but to rebuke 
his embarrassment with an offered hand 
and a demeanour which should at once 
put to rest any doubt as to her behaviour 
in the young man's breast. 

By Eglamore's friendly and uncon* 
cerned deportment it was evident he had 
harboured no misgivings ; he appeared 
rather indifferent to than concerned by 
her appearance ; and Mrs Cummin felt 
the ground to be cut from under her feet 
She felt checked in her magnanimous 
intentions likewise, and assumed towards 
Clarence a frigidity and a hauteur she 
had not intended to show. 

"We're only a family party," Susy 
explained in her loud and hearty tones. 
"Your Uncle Isaac's here to keep you 
in countenance, Clarence ; and, for fear 
you lawyers should talk business after 
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dinner, I've got in Capt^n Sands from 
next door to keep you company. We're 
an odd woman ; but if Juliet will go in 
with Uncle Isaac, and Captain Sands will 
take Mrs Cummin, mother and I can hang 
on to Clarence's coat sleeves and make 
the most of him between us." 

Susy had the reputation for being a 
perfect hostess, and the Plains' dinner- 
parties were the most popular in Hale. 
No stiffness or want of geniality, no 
awkward silences or obviously forced 
conversations, were met with at Susy's 
table, her friends said. (The table, of 
course, was her mother's, but no one in 
Hale any longer bothered themselves to 
remember the fact, and Mrs Plain was 
quite content it should be forgotten.) 

" No one else could say the things she 
says," they admitted, now and then, to 
each other. " Why is it that they sound, 
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not offensive, but positively charming in 
Susy ? " 

" It's because she's so absolutely frank 
and good-natured," was the stereotyped 
answer. 

" It's because she has money, and a nice 
house and lovely garden, and carriages 
and horses and servants at command, and 
because she gives such beautiful dinners," 
might, perhaps, more truthfully have been 
hinted. 

The present little party, informal, and 
hurriedly convened as it was, proved no 
exception to the general success of such 
functions at Cuckoo Hall. Or so it 
seemed to the Plains and their intimate 
friends, talking uninterrupted Hale gossip 
of people and events, with allusion, with 
inference, with innuendo, of which the 
two ladies from Birmingham knew no- 
thing ; laughing at jokes all the m<»e 
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dear and humorous because they were 
old friends and had been laughed at so 
often before. 

Mrs Cummin, a person by no means 
accustomed to the situation at present 
described as being "out of it" — indeed, 
generally a leader of conversation in her 
own circle — started, with courage and 
perseverance, subjects on which she and 
Juliet were fitted to discourse : Birming- 
ham subjects. The rest listened with 
polite indifference. What were the affairs 
of Birmingham to a man with luck enough 
to have been born in Hale ? She wished 
to tell a story concerning her own horses 
and the motor car of a neighbour. The 
story reminded Mrs Plain of the fact that 
Popham's children's donkey, which had 
last Tuesday lain down in the High Street 
and attempted to roll with the youngest 
Popham on its back, was now sold to the 
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local fruiterer. She introduced and told 
with spirit a tale of a celebrated political 
meeting at which her husband had heard 
a repartee, well worth the repeating, from 
Mr Joseph Chamberlain. Juliet and her 
husband, who had heard the witticism 
before, were prepared to laugh as in duty 
bound. The attention of Mr Isaac Egla- 
more, who was deaf, was arrested. 

"Was that old Chambers in the High 
Street ? " he asked ; and when it was 
explained to him that the jeu desprii 
emanated not from the lips of the Hale 
butcher, but of the Member for Birming- 
ham, he took no further interest. 

Clarence looked across at his wife often 
and anxiously. Very ardently he desired 
her to win the heart of his Uncle Isaac, 
by whose side she sat. He saw a bored, 
childish face, a set smile upon the lips. 
She had been told she was to use all her 
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powers of charming to procure the good 
will of the man to whom her husband was 
to owe a future fortune. She, who had 
been found irresistible by the nephew, had 
expected to find small difficulty with the 
uncle, but was destined to be undeceived. 
The old man remembered to turn, now 
and again, to the girl with a word or two 
intended as a key to the interesting con- 
verse in which he took an active part ; 
but having once decided in his own mind 
she was immature, and not of the order 
of beauty which had appealed to him in 
his youth, he looked at her with small 
interest and paid her no more attention 
than politeness demanded. 

Five times during dinner he remem- 
bered to ask her if she liked Hale, his 
attention wandering even while he bent 
an ear for her answer. Four times Juliet 
made reply she liked Hale very much. 

ii6 
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On the fifth she was unluckily moved to 
say, by way of variety, she did not like 
it at all. 

The other replies he could not have 
heard, or why had he asked her again? 
This he heard but could not believe his ears. 

" Eh, what ? " he asked, and bent 
nearer, his twinkling eyes upon the com- 
pany, as though requesting their attention 
to this marvel which had come to pass. 
"Not tike itP Not like it? Did I 
understand you to say you don't like the 
place you've come to live in ? Hale ? 
Speak a little louder, please." 

They were all listening. It seemed 
to Juliet that everywhere unfriendly eyes 
were turned upon her. 

" I daresay I shall like it in time," 
she amended in a small voice. 

" But now ? Your first impression is 
you don't like it ? " 
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" No, I don%" Juliet said, and out- 
faced the dismay in her husband's eyes. 

" And why, pray ? " 

" She hasn't a reason. She doesn't 
mean what she says," Clarence interposed. 

" I do," said Juliet, grown reckless. 
" It's small, it's not interesting, its shops 
are poky " 

"Nowhere to spend your money?" 
Susy inquired, with her broad smile. 
" Juliet's come among us with a pocket- 
ful of money and she can't hnd anything 
in Hale to spend it on," she explained. 

" Have you brought a pocketful of 
money ? " the old lawyer asked, his bright, 
unfriendly eyes upon her. 

"No," Juliet avowed. "I've spent my 
first quarter's money on my honeymoon. 
I haven't any now at all." 

" But you're equal to spending C\ai- 
ence's, I suppose ? " 

ii8 
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And Juliet answered she supposed she 
was. Whereat they all laughed. 

But although Clarence laughed too, 
Juliet knew he was not pleased. " It 
won't take her long to spend mine," he 
said. " Youll find there's shops enough 
in Hale for that purpose, JulieL" 

" I don't want to spend your money a 
bit, Clarence," she protested, with a pitiful 
look at him. 

" But you just now said you did," the 
horrid uncle beside her insisted. 

Then Mrs Cummin dashed in to her 
daughter's assistance with a description 
of the Birmingham shops. She enlarged 
on the gaieties of the charming place, 
the public gardens, the theatres, the 
music halls, the concerts, the picture 
galleries. 

" We've got nothing like that except 
once a year, on Fair day," Susy Plain said. 
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A speech which her mother and Captain 
Sands found very humorous. She had to 
repeat it louder for Uncle Isaac's benefit, 
who laughed, sniggeringly. 

" There's merry-go-rounds and swing- 
boats and Punch - and - Judy shows, all 
down the High Street on Fair day," he 
explained to Mrs Cummin. "Tisn't safe 
to compare Birmingham with Hale till 
you've seen us at Fair time." 

Mrs Cuimmin, who did not understand 
why they were so amused, said she be- 
lieved there were no fairs of that sort in 
Birmingham ; and if there were, of course, 
she should not have permitted Juliet to go 
to them. 

In the drawing-room the Hale ladies 
were more friendly and sympathetic, and 
Juliet was no longer afraid of having her 
remarks distorted or misunderstood. 

" I do hope they'll be a long, long time 
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before they come in." she said, thinking 
of the old lawyer, of whose iti-natured 
snigger she was afraid, and of Captain 
Sands, who had looked at her through his 
single eyeglass in a way she had hoped 
was appreciative, but who had laughed at 
her when the others laughed. " Isn't it 
cosy here, mother ? Such a lovely, lovely 
big drawing-room. Or it seems so after 
my tot" 

A remark which at once started Mrs 
Cummin off into speculations as to how 
Juliet could ever possibly give a dinner- 
party with such ridiculous accommodation. 

Juliet, secretly rather relieved by the 
impossibility, was of opinion she never 
could do so with her present cook ; and 
told how they had waited ten minutes for 
the savoury last night, and how there had 
been no tea this afternoon, because cook 
had forgotten to put on the kettle. 
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The having gone without her tea was 
a misfortune for which alt three ladies 
condoled with the poor victim. 

But it was when she learnt that Juliet 
had actually walked from The Cottage to 
Cuckoo Hall that the poor mother was 
bitterly enraged. 

" Why, on earth, did not your husband 
have you driven ? " she fiercely inquired. 
" He remembers, I suppose, that we are 
not in the habit of walking out to dinner- 
parties at home ! What, I wonder, does 
he expect your father to say when 
he understands the kind of provision 
which has been made for his daughter's 
comfort ? " 

The Plains also were sympathetic, 
Susy, who loved the feminine occupation 
known as piling on of agony, announced 
that no man was eligible for matrimony 
who couldn't afford to keep a pair of horses 
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or a motor. Most of them she herself 
would not look at unless they could keep 
the lot, and live in jolly good style, too. 
Mrs Plain hoped that the poor bride had 
not taken cold, had noticed how pale she 
looked ; felt, in her motherly way, her 
hands and feet, and adjured Susy to 
remind her always to send the carriage 
for Juliet Eglamore in future when she 
was coming there to dinner. 

But although Juliet and her mother 
were grateful exceedingly for that kind 
promise, and although Mrs Eglamore dined 
at the Plains' house in the future many 
times, she invariably had to walk there. 
The Plains always forgot the carriage. 

The ground was dry, the air soft and 
warm, no people were about at that 
hour ; the Eglamores, walking home from 
Cuckoo Hall, had the night and the stars 
to themselves. 
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Clarence had won at Bridge and was 
in high spirits ; but he had stayed half- 
an-hour after Juliet's mother had doilared 
the girl was tired and should be taken 
home. He wanted to tell his wife all 
about the incidents of the game; of his 
own bad hands, of Susy's good ones, of 
hb hick in having got her for a partner, 
of her skill and cunning. Juliet did not 
wish to hear the praise of Susy or of 
anyone. 

"You like her, don't you?" Eglamore 
inquired of her. "She is such a good 
sort! Everyone likes old Susy." 

She liked her well enough, Juhe't ex- 
plained ; only she was stck of hearing hev 
called a good sorL 

"Well, my dear, you'll hear it pretty 
often, and may as well get used to it ; for 
everyone thinks her so." 

" She's got everything her heart can 
"4 
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wish for. A mother to pamper her, and 
laugh at all her jokes, and think her 
wonderful ; carriages and horses and well- 
trained servants, and~-and great lovely 
rooms. Who wouldn't be a good sort ? " 

Her husband pressed against his side 
the hand on his arm. " And haven't you 
a few things poor Susy hasn't got?" he 
inquired. 

She pulled the hand away. " I can't 
hold you because 1 have to carry the 
train of my dress, and to keep my coat 
close at the throat so I don't get my death 
of cold, mother said " 

" But aren't you better off than good 
old Susy?" he persisted, filled with the 
sentimental desire that she should say 
sweet things to him beneath the stars, 

" I have a husband, you mean ? " She 
stopped to re-collect the soft frills of her 
frock, and the silk frills of her underskirt 
"5 
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which would slip away. " But if she is 
rich and such a 'good sort' she could 
have that too, I suppose, quite easily ? " 

There was a husband there to-night 
ready to pop down her throat if she 
would open it wide enough, she was told. 

Juliet thought the mouth was wide 
enough. Was it Uncle Isaac who wanted 
to jump down ? 

Heavens, no I Picture poor old Uncle 
Isaac with a wife! Where had Juliet's 
eyes been? It was Captain Sands who 
had been trying to make love to Susy 
for years, if she would only give him the 
chance. 

" 1 don't believe it," Juliet said. " I 
like Captain Sands. He was the nicest 
there, except mother and me and you." 

"Poor Uncle Isaac I" 

" 1 hate poor Uncle Isaac. He is an 
ugly, deaf, rude old man." 
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" He is none of those things ; and if 
he is, you are not to say so. He is my 
uncle, and the man of most importance 
to me in the world. I expect you, if you 
don't like him, at anyrate to behave as if 
you did." 

" And I," said Juliet, with a quaver in 
her fluty voice, "expected you to like my 
dear mother." 

"Ah, that's another matter!" he sziid. 
" Look at the stars. There's Orion, you 
see ! ' Downward bent Orion, louting on 
one knee.' Doesn't the little town look 
jolly and peaceful under them? Dozens 
of times I've walked home from Susy's 
(I always went there when I hadn't any- 
thing better to do, and that was pretty 
often) and thought all the way how you 
and I should walk home together beneath 
them." 

" Didn't you sometimes think, for a 

IB? 
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change, how we might be seated com- 
fortably in a carriage, driving home from 
Susy's?" 

" There's your mother again ! " he said. 
*' I perceive we can't keep off her. Ask 
her if she had a carriage at your age. I 
don't believe she had. At hers you shall 
have one ; I promise you. In the mean- 
time, shall I carry you? Well, your 
dress, then?" 

He took the dainty frills over one arm 
and helped her along with another round 
her shoulders. And although their pro- 
gress under those conditions was certainly 
a slow one, Clarence was content and 
Juliet forgot to be tired and cross. 
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CHAPTER VII 

CLARENCE SEEKS A REMEDY 

*' T^ID I look nicely last night?" Juliet 
asked of her husband, and could 
but be gratified by his answer. " I think 
that funny Captain Sands liked the look 
of me too," she told him with satisfaction. 

" Oh, Sands ! " Eglamore ejaculated 
with the accent of contempt. 

" He did admire me, then," Juliet per- 
sisted. " Don't you know, you foolish 
old boy, that women can always tell, 
without a word being spoken, when men 
consider them pretty ? There are heaps 
and heaps of them, besides you, who 
think me so, I can tell you. You needn't 
be so horrid." 
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"But Sands!" he persisted. "You 
haven't seen him yet prancing along the 
High Street, admiring himself in the 
shop windows, staring into women's faces, 
hanging on, when they're fools enough to 
let him, to their skirts. It's the one draw- 
back to Cuckoo Hall, to have that silly 
ass always hee-hawing around. Which 
reminds me ; he's sure to try to get a 
footing here ; he'd play the tame cat on 
any hearth. I don't choose to have him 
on mine ; and you're not to be seen with 
him anywhere, Juliet." 

"But, Clarence, how silly you are! 
How can I meet him in your Susy's 
house and snub him in other places?" 

"Very well. Women know how to 
do such things." 

"But I don't, Clarence, really. I 

haven't an idea how to snub anybody — 

really f' 
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" Leave him to me, then. But he'll 
know better than to come here when I'm 
in the way. He hasn't a man friend in 
the world." 

" He said he wanted to see the apple- 
trees in- bloom." 

Clarence turned sharply on his wife. 
" How did he know they were in bloom, 
pray ? " 

" It's the time of year, Clarence." 
" Be out, then. If you know he's 
coming, nothing's easier. Tell Harriet, 
at once, if Captain Sands calls — you're 
out" 

But Mrs Cummin, whom Juliet of 
course consulted in the matter, was of 
opinion that her daughter was not, as a 
new-comer in the place, in the position 
to adopt such a step. Where was the 
sense of beginning by making herself un- 
popular? If there were anything against 
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the character of Ci4)tain Sands it would 
be, of course, a different matter ; in which 
case the Plains would not be oA such 
excellent terms with him. However, to 
make quite sure she would ask Susy 
herself. 

Susy laughed delightedly at the ques- 
tion. Harm in poor old " Fanny " Sands? 
Why, he was as harmless as the sucking 
pig! Impropriety in Juliet, or any other 
young married woman, receiving him? 
Heavens, no! Imagine that absurd boy 
Clarence turning jealous of Fanny! 

The joke was too good to be kept to 
herself; Susy was always lil:>eral with 
the interesting matter supplied her by 
the people who gave her their confidences, 
and distributed her friends' secrets right 
and left. Having told her mother, who 
received the story delightedly, she went 
through the little iron gate which coa- 
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nected the grounds of Cuckoo Hall with 
the garden of The Hermitage, where 
Captain Sands dwelt with his maiden 
sister. On the lawn before the drawing- 
room windows Miss Plain found her 
neighbours engaged in a single at croquet, 
at which gentle game the Captain ex- 
celled. Susy beckoned him on one side, 
and the maiden sister, used to the free- 
and - easy manners of Susy, meekly 
knocked the balls about until such time 
as her brother should return to her. 

That he bad been too pronounced in his 
attentions to Clarence Egl2imore's bride, 
that Clarence was jealous, and his wife 
under strict orders not to receive him 
when he called, Captain Sands was told 
— (he had been a Captain of Volunteers 
for a short season far away in his youth) 
— and nothing could have pleased the 
man better or more deeply flattered him. 
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"She has orders not to admit you — 
fancy Clarence coming out as strong as 
that! But I knew there 'd be diversions 
— go and see what happens." 

"I'll go at once," he declared. 

He never even returned to his sister 
on the croquet lawn, but went and 
changed into a faultlessly fitting suit of 
dark grey, recurled his small and fair 
moustache with some appliance he had 
for that purpose, touched up his eyebrows 
where the silly arch h2id a little faded at 
the comers, and with his glass in his 
eye and his familiar smirk minced along 
the High Street, gratified at heart and 
prepared for conquest 

Juliet had spent all her morning with 
her mother, and had rushed home to 
give her husband lunch. It had been 
a meal which had proved to neither so 
delightful as should have been the case, 
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because Juliet was under orders to intro- 
duce the subject of a pony-trap which 
the Plains agreed with Mrs Cummin in 
thinking it was impossible she should do 
without. 

People living in the country around 
Hale were sure to call ; how were their 
calls to be returned ? And, again, during 
the long hours of the day her husband 
was at the office what a resource it would 
be for Juliet, who had been used to 
much carriage exercise, to drive herself 
about ! 

But Clarence had not seen his way 
to starting a pony carriage ; the hours 
he was away from his wife were likely 
to be longer instead of shorter he feared, 
as Uncle Isaac, who was growing old, 
might wish to withdraw by degrees from 
attendance at the office. Juliet had felt 
it due to her mother to complain and to 
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persist ; and so the lunch hour had been 
spoilt. 

She must, of course, rush to give her 
mother the result of her faithful efforts ; 
but as she opened the door of The 
Cottage to sally forth for that purpose, 
she discovered Captain Sands upon the 
step. 

Remembering her recent conversation 
with her husband, at sight of the visitor 
she must blush crimson. The blush 
and the evident trepidation of her manner 
delighted the ladies' man, and encouraged 
him to make himself very agreeable. 

He was ever full of small talk, of a 
niggling kind of curiosity. 

During the hour he stayed, having 
very quickly inspected the orchard trees, 
and secured a pink bud or two of the 
apple-blossom for his coat, he managed 
to learn all that he did not already know 
I3« 
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of the interior economy of the Eglamore 
m4iuxge. Juliet, flattered by his interest, 
and pleased to find she could keep the 
first visitor she had entertained alone 
amused, told all there was to tell. Told 
that Clarence was not so nice in Hale, 
where he had horrible business to attend 
to, as he had been on his honeymoon — 
not half so sweet. Told of the impossi- 
bility of her housemaid being dressed to 
open the door tq callers in the afternoon, 
told how much her mother wished her 
to have a larger house, and how she 
herself longed for a pony carriage. 

So used she iras to Mrs Cummin's 
views and their setting forth that she 
found herself, now and again, using her 
very phrases. 

He had already heard the story of Mrs 
Cummin's self-exile from her daughter's 
home, and knew the history of the portrait 
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feud. It was easy to get Juliet to show 
him the dining-room, he professing a great 
interest in the architecture of The Cot- 
tage ; once within the room it was natural 
to turn the conversation to the pictures. 

" Don't look at them ! They're such 
frights," Juliet siud. 

But he would look, and find resem- 
blance, or no resemblance, to Clarence. 
His quick eye descried Cousin Anna's 
copies of Landseer still with their faces 
to the wall. He asked to see those works 
of art, and discreetly admired them ; called 
them delicious bits of colour ; discerned 
at once how they would lighten the room. 

"There is the place for them," he 
said, and threw a white hand at the 
recesses. "On either side of the fire- 
place they would show to perfection." 

" So mother thought," Juliet, grown 
grave, admitted. 
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"Mrs Cummin was right!" he cried 
enthusiastically. 

"This, you see," said Juliet, looking 
round upon her possession with some 
pride in it, "is the nicest room we have. 
It is a pity it must be disfigured by those 
ugly, battered old pictures of Clarence's 
ugly, battered old relations." 

" It is a thousand pities ! " 

"And when you come in at the door, 
as mother says, they are the first things 
you see ; while, as long as you stay you 
can't forget them." 

"They hit you In the eye," agreed the 
Captain. " If it were my house I should 
find some inconspicuous place for them 
and should replace them by these charm- 
ing works of art." 

He was charming, himself, Juliet 

thought Much older in the light of 

day than he had appeared overnight. 
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Juliet was glad of that, and felt more 
at her ease with him. Ringing for 
tea she con&ded to him that she did 
not at all know if Harriet would let her 
have it When it came, and it was found 
that Harriet had forgotten to bring the 
tea-spoons, she consulted him as to whether 
it would be desirable to ring to point out 
to Harriet the defidency or if it were pos- 
sible to do without the tea-spoons. She 
was delighted when he pronounced them 
superfluous, and stirred her tea and his 
own with his gold pencil-case. 

On the subject of the desired pony- 
trap he took such sensible views. The 
presence of Mrs Eglamore at certain 
functions, to be given at certain houses, 
so many miles distant, would be con- 
sidered indispensable. If she had no 
carriage how was she to get there? 
She might bicycle the distance, perhaps, 
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but then, how was she to wear her pretty 
garden-party frocks? 

Ahogether, they spent a happy and 
profitable hour together, Captain Sands 
storing in his mind, made for the reten- 
tion of such matter only, material for 
another enjoyable hour with Susy on his 
return ; and they were still gaily chatter- 
ing and munching the almond icing off the 
wedding-cake when Clarence came home. 

He had been moved by Juliet's plaint 
of her loneliness without him to postpone 
some work he wanted to do, to fling 
himself on his bicycle, to fly home and 
invite her to go for a half-hour's ride. 
He greeted the visitor civilly enough, 
but went at once to see to the condition 
of his wife's bicycle ; and he did not 
return till Sands had left 

" I told you not to receive that gabbling 
fool," he reminded his wife. 
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" I like him," Juliet declared ; " I find | 

him charming." / 

" You can't, really ! " He looked at » 

her in astonishment. He had felt it to 
be the crown, absolutely unexpected, 
certainty unmerited, of his life that he 
himself in the eyes of this girl had been 
found charming. But if she were so 
easily pleased? He felt a shadowing of 
his joy, and a decrease of self-gratulatton. 

"I do ! He is most interesting and 
amusing, and tells such funny stories, 
and knows a lot about furniture and 
dresses and — and pictures." 

Clarence gave a laugh which should 
have accompanied a shrug if he had been 
a man of gesture. 

" Oh, well ! If you think so ! " he said. 

He did not doubt that he would be 
able to regulate the course of his wife's 
friendship for this man, or for any man. 
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There was no good in badgering her 
about it ; he would see to it him- 
self. 

Presently he had seen to another matter 
with which he did not think it advisable 
to trouble Juliet. 

I n listening to his wife's continual 
petitions for larger expenditure, her com- 
plainings and occasional fault-findings, he 
knew that she was but her mother's 
mouthpiece. Now and then he caught 
the trick of speech, the very tones of 
the woman he disliked. The sooner the 
dreaded influence was removed the better. 
But the Plains were hospitable people ; 
they and Juliet continued to beg of Mrs 
Cummin to stay. Eglamore presently 
took the matter into his own hand, there- 
fore, and wrote to Mr Cummin suggesting 
that he should recall his wife. 

" It's hard lines on the poor man," he 
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acknowledged to himself; but he did not 
shrink from his task. 

" I told you frankly my circumstances," 
he wrote to his father-in-law. "At 
present my income, with the hundred a 
year you allow Juliet, only amounts to 
five hundred pounds. I do not, therefore, 
feel justified in taking a larger house, in 
increasing my quite adequate stafi* of 
servants, in starting a carriage. Mrs 
Cummin does not seem capable of grasp- 
ing the position, and Juliet, who sees for 
the time as she does, is agitating for 
these things. It pains me to refuse her 
anything, and grieves me beyond ex- 
pression that she should already learn 
to be dissatisfied. It is only now, at 
the beginning of our lives, that I fear her 
mother's influence ; the habit of her life 
is too strong for Juliet, just at first. Let 
me have my wife to myself for a few 
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months and all will be well. You are the 
only person who can help at this pass, 
and it is for Juliet's sake more than mine 
that I ask you to do so. You will read 
between the lines and understand more 
than I care to write, and will in any case 
let the matter of this letter be between 
ourselves." 

It was only after having suffered much 
grievance at the hands of Mrs Cummin, 
and having given the subject his serious 
thought, that he thus put the situation 
before his father-in-law, for whom he had 
as much liking as was compatible with 
a slight contempt 



CHAPTER VIII 

MR CUMMIN IN EXTREMIS 

" ^JOT feeling very well. Come home. 
No cause for alarm." 

The Plains, their visitor, and Juliet, as 
usual spending the afternoon with them, 
were in their neighbour's garden, Mrs 
Eglamore and Captain Sands doing their 
utmost to beat at croquet the stout 
Susy, redoubtable champion of the 
game, playing with two balls against 
them. 

Juliet's rose face turned white to the 
lips as she read the message over her 
mother's shoulder. Much as she admired 
and loved that lady, she had nevertheless 
known that her absence from him must 
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be counted as in the nature of a holiday- 
by her father. 

" Father must be very ill — he must be 
dying, to have sent for you, mother," she 
said. 

Mrs Cummin too was shaken, and was 
very much of her daughter's opinion. 

" It is undoubtedly a stroke," she said. 

Her face also was white. She looked 
away from them all, away from the 
smooth lawn with the gay-coloured balls 
and the white hoops, ringed in with the 
hedge of close-cut box, back into her 
past and forward into her future, in the 
moment's pause. 

"What is the first train?" then she 
asked ; and Captain Sands hurried in- 
doors through the open window to con- 
sult a time-table. 

Mrs Cummin turned to Juliet. " Dr 
Spooner mentioned to me that your 
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father was growing stout," she said. " I 
knew at once what he meant ; he meant 
apoplexy. Your father has undoubtedly 
had a stroke." 

Juliet sat down on a garden chair, put 
her hands over her face, and began to 
cry. But about her mother there was 
only a tightening of the lips which for a 
moment had shaken, and a shrewd eye 
looking onward from her husband's death- 
bed into her future. She would be rich, 
could do what, go where she liked. She 
and her only child would not have to be 
parted then. In that moment's outlook — 
who shall blame her or say that he or 
she at a crisis can keep thought under 
control? Who has a mind so regulated 
that, startled out of its ordinary habit, it 
can be depended on to entertain only 
orthodox views ?~-she saw herself settled 
in a commanding house in the High 
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Street of Hale, social chief of the place, 
putting Juliet into her rightful position, 
and showing the provincial hostess how 
things should be done in Birmingham 
fashion. 

Thert she turned to Juliet, of whose 
love for her father she had hitherto been 
jealous. She would make up for it 
now. 

" You must come too," she said. 

Juliet lifted a startled face : "Oh, 
mother I Do you think so ? Is he really 
dying, mother ? " she wept. She looked 
around upon them all helplessly. " I 
want Clarence," she said. 

It was found that there was a good 
two hours before the next train. Juliet, 
who must go home to pack a bag, could 
call in and see Clarence on the way. 

" Before you decide to take Juliet, wire 
to inquire what is amiss," Susy sensibly 
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suggested ; but Mrs Cummin would not 
hear of the plan. 

" We should be only put off with * No 
cause for alarm ' as you see they say here," 
she said, with a 6nger on the telegram. 
" They naturally would not tell me the 
extent of the misfortune. Besides, why 
should I be told? I know. Looking at 
my husband, I have many times said to 
myself: ' Sooner or later — apoplexy.'" 

Mrs Plain, whose own husband had 
died of apoplexy, and who believed her- 
self to be threatened by that disease, here 
shed a tear and put out a sympathetic 
hand to grasp the prospective widow's. 

"The first stroke is not always fatal," 
she encouraged. 

" It depends on the subject," said Susy. 

" And my husband is a bad subject," 
Mrs Cummin declared. Her husband was 
prepared, she told them, his will made. 
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All her anxiety was for him, she had none 
for herself. She knew quite well the 
contents of her husband's will, never 
having countenanced the keeping of 
secrets from a wife. Everything vras 
left to her, and at her decease to her 
daughter. Mrs Cummin had seen to it. 
For what had now happened she had 
insisted He should be prepared. " I shall 
not have to undergo the grief so many 
poor women experience, of finding myself 
unprovided for," she assured Mrs Plain. 

It was Juliet's first appearance at Egla- 
more's office. The clerk who led her to 
his private room was more than surprised 
to see her with the tears rolling down her 
cheeks, and to hear her ask for Clarence 
in a voice choked with sobs. She re- 
membered her husband's injunction, how- 
ever, to be very kind and civil to the 
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clerks, and she put out a hand to this one, 
and said how much she liked the salad 
bowl they had all subscribed for, and 
asked how he was, in a smothered voice. 

" What on earth ! " Clarence cried, 
looking up from his work with a startled 
face. He went to her and she threw 
herself into his arms with fresh weeping, 
and disclosed to him that her father was 
dying, that her mother was recalled home, 
that she was going with her, that she 
could not possibly, possibly leave her 
husband, and that therefore he was go- 
ing too. 

Without divulging the part he had 
played of which the telegnun was the 
outcome, it was difficult for Eglamore 
to convince his wife that her father's 
state was probably not a parlous one, 
and she was cut to the quick when he 
refused to go with her to Birmingham, 
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and astonished beyond measure when he 
forbade her going there. 

How could Clarence be so cruel when 
her poor father was dying ? 

"Your father is not dying, I tell you. 
As well as I am, on the contrary. Or 
only a little seedy, perhaps." 

" You can't possibly know, Clarence." 

" I do know. If you were away froir. 
me, Juliet, I should wire that I was ill 
to get you back. He is anxious for Mrs 
Cummin's society." 

"You know he isn't — poor father ! And 
poor mother, travelling all that way alone ! " 

" Mrs Cummin can take care of herself 
very well." 

" How horrid you are ! I believe you 
hate my mother." 

'* What does it matter, since I love you ? 
Let your mother go, sweet ; you and 
I will be all the happier." 
I S3 
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Juliet had sense enough to believe it 
would be so ; at the same time she had 
the loyalty to feel she did not wish 
to be happy without her mother. Also 
she was afraid to return and tell Mrs 
Cummin she could not go without Clar- 
ence's consent, which he would not give. 

" Mother will think because I am 
married I have deserted her," she said. 
*' She has only me," she cried, and sobbed 
over the reflection. " I must go back to 
bid her good-bye." 

This also Eglamore would not allow. 
"Write her good-bye from here," he 
said, "and I will send an ofilice-boy up 
with the letter." 

She took the pen he passed her, and 
looked down upon the sheet of paper 
placed for her, then, uncertainly, across 
to him who smiled into her tear-wet face. 
" I didn't think you were going to be a 
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bit like this when I married you," she 
told him. 

" Awful revelation, isn't it?" 

" You are a horrible, cruel, wicked, 
unnatural husband, and if my dearest 
father dies I will never forgive you." 

" I promise you he won't die. Get on 
with your letter." 

She was a long time writing it. He 
looked across at her many times, lifting 
his eyes from the copy of the deed he was 
reading over, to watch her, sometimes, 
scribbling a few words with great cele- 
ity, sometimes pausing, the end of her 
pen in her teeth, her tear-wet eyes fixed 
miserably before her, her breath coming 
sobbingly. Once he got up and leant 
over her, his hands on her shoulders, 
pressing them reassuringly. She threw 
down her pen and covered what she had 
written with both hands. 
'55 
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"Secrets?" he said; and she hastily 
withdrew the shielding hands ; but he 
had gone back to his place. 

Presently, Isaac Eglamore came in, to 
ask a question of his junior partner. 

A more than usually affecting sentence 
had sent a flow of tears gushing from 
Juliet's eyes. She dabbed her cheeks 
energetically with her handkerchief, while 
her husband's relative gazed at her with 
surprise through his glasses, and her hus- 
band laughed. 

" I haven't been beating her," he said. 
" She's only unhappy because her mother 
is going away." 

The old lawyer glanced unsympatheti- 
cally. What a fool the girl was 1 What 
had Clarence, who was a clever fellow, 
seen in such an immature thing — a cry- 
baby? 

" When ^rls get husbands they've 
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done with mothers, haven't they?" he 
inquired in his grating voice. 

Juliet gave him a fierce glance. " I 
don't wish to have done with my mother, 
you see," she said. 

"You should have thought of that 
before, my dear," he told her, with a laugh 
that was like a bark, and turned to his 
nephew with his more important matter. 

"You hate my dear mother — we're 
quits, then. I hate your horrid, detest- 
able, deaf, disagreeable old uncle ; and 
if he comes in again I'll throw the ink- 
stand at him," Juliet threatened when the 
old lawyer had gone, the fierceness of 
the speech a little marred by the con- 
vulsive catching of her breath. 

" Clarence is quite certain dear father 

is not seriously ill," Juliet wrote, "and 

he always seems to know about things. 

... I hate to think of you going all 
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alone, dearest mother, but unless I tear 
myself in two I cannot be with you and 
Clarence both. I wish I could do this, 
for I know I can never be really h?ppy 
away from either of you. ... I am crying 
as I write, deau%st mother, to say how 
unhappy 1 am that you left my home. 
I could never tell you half how unhappy 
I am. I hate those hideous portraits. 
When my eyes fall on them I long to 
tear them in a thousand pieces. I shall 
remember all you have told me to do, 
and try to get a larger house as you 
wish. Perhaps those frightful portraits 
might be lost in the removal. Dearest 
mother, I never for a single instant for- 
get you. Your Juliet" 

Mrs Cummin, who had not wept over 
her husband's apoplectic attack, shed tears 
over Juliet's letter. 

If she had known what the parting of 
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mother and child would be like, never, 
never would she have sanctioned the 
girl's marriage to any but a Birmingham 
man. As for Clarence ! she had been 
utterly deceived in him, penetrating in 
the matter of character as she was. To 
keep an only child Trom her dying father ! 

Susy and her mother were very good 
to the afflicted widow that was to be. 
Mrs Plain, herself, went in the carriage 
with her to the station ; they comforted 
and coddled her with every mark of 
good will. But they were both very glad 
to come home and have their house to 
themselves. There was something too 
strenuous about Mrs Cummin for their 
taste. 

"We won't have her any more, mother ; 

mind that," Susy said. " I'm very fond 

of Clarence Eglamore, but even the 

pleasure of hearing him abused without 
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measure palls in time. And as for Juliet" 
— here she lifted her broad brown hand 
and brought it down thumpingly on her 
knee — "the very name of Juliet — Juliet's 
hair, Juliet's dresses, the luxuries to which 
Juliet has been accustomed — makes me 
sick ! " 



CHAPTER IX 

WHERE LILIES GROW 

'T^HE calm which, for the first day or 
so after Mrs Cummin's departure, 
reigned in The Cottage was at times a 
very melancholy one. 

" It seems so wicked to laugh and be 
happy when I don't know if my dear 
father is dead or alive," Juliet always 
said when cajoled into a betrayal of light- 
heartedness. She would not leave home 
lest a telegram should come, and while 
there stood with her face glued to the 
window, looking out for the messenger. 

" No news is good news," Clarence 
assured her. 

But Juliet was afraid to be hopeful. 
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*' Mother wishes to spare me the shock. 
She intends to write and break the news 
to me," she said. 

He awoke to find her crying beside 
him in the night "Dear father had 
only me in the wide world," she sobbed. 

" He had your dear mother," Eglamore 
grimly reminded her. 

She ignored the remark. " I will never 
forgive myself for having left my dear, 
dear father," she wept. 

On the morning of the second day of 
her absence came a letter from Mrs 
Cummin entirely setting Juliet's mind at 
rest on the score of her father's health. 

" He had a headache," she wrote, "and 
felt low. Is not the selfishness of man 
incredible? As far as I can learn from 
the servants — he himself is strangely re- 
served onahe subject — he never absented 
himself from business for one hour. For 
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the sake of a half-imbecile craving for 
my society he has dragged me away from 
you ; and from all I was doing for you. 
At your father's request, I have given 
htm an exact and truthful description of 
the home Clarence has prepared for you. 
Needless to say, being who he is, he 
declines to take my view of the style of 
living which is due to you as your father's 
daughter, and in consideration of Clar- 
ence's prospects. All the same, my dear 
child, you may be assured that I am 
the best judge of this matter, and I 
expect you not to let Clarence rest until 
he puts you in the position you have 
every right to fill." 

There was much more to this effect, 
and then followed this pregnant post- 
script : "I do not quite believe in the 
anxiety of your father for piy society, 
and have a suspicion from his manner 
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that there is something behind. If so, 
he will find, in attempting to deceive me, 
he has made a mistake." 

'^Didn't I tell you he was all right .^ 
In future, perhaps, you will believe me," 
Clarence said when Juliet gave him the 
news. She was filled with an exquisite 
relief. She came and embraced her hus- 
band in the fulness of her joy, and sat 
on his knee, and begged him to stay 
away from the office that they might 
have a glorious day together, and that 
she might be relieved of the tremendous 
responsibility of ordering lunch. In the 
West Woods, three miles out of Hale, 
lilies of the valley grew wild. They 
would go on their bicycles and take some 
sandwiches, and feast on them in the 
sight of the lilies. When they were en- 
gaged he had told her of these West 

Woods, and had calculated that the lilies 
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would be in bloom on their return from 
their honeymoon, promising that he would 
take her there to gather a bunch of them 
as big as her pretty head. Well, the 
honeymoon was over, the HIies were in 
flower — let them go! 

Of course he could not. Having just 
returned from a month's holiday how 
could he, in conscience, take more? A 
clerk was away ill, the oflice full of work. 
He would try to get home for an hour in 
the afternoon, just to give his wife a look, 
but he would be muddled even to do this. 

" I should have liked to be happy just 
for to-day," Juliet sighed. 

She walked as far as the telegraph 
office with her husband on his way to 
his office, and despatched an ecstatic mes- 
sage : " Darling father, I am so happy 
you are better," taking the precaution 
to send the telegram to Mr Cummin's 
i6s 
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place of business. It was more than 
probable, she knew, should it fall into 
the hands of the mistress of Marchmont, 
her father's eyes would not be gladdened 
by the perusal. 

The message was sent off by ten in 
the morning. She had then to order 
four cutlets for lunch, a chicken, a bunch 
of asparagus and half-a-pound of tomatoes 
for dinner ; which arduous task performed, 
she would not have a thing to do until 
Clarence returned at two. 

She came with a lagging step out of 
the greengrocer's shop, the empty four 
hours stretching lengthily before her, and 
there was Captain Sands, in his grey 
flannel suit and his panama hat, holding 
his bicycle on the sunny pavement of the 
High Street, awaiting her. 

What was she going to do with her- 
self on that perfect morning? 
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Absolutely nothing. An eloquent 
spreading out of her white-gloved hands 
and a pathetic smile on the round face 
beneath the white hat announced the 
emptiness of existence. 

" I was coming to seek you," he said. 
" I heard you speaking of the West 
Woods the other day ; I've seen the 
agent, and got leave. You want to see 
the lilies ; come with me there." 

Seeing there was no hope of Clarence 
taking her there, what could be more 
delightful ? Juliet rushed with a light 
step to order the four cutlets, but was 
diverted from her way into the confec- 
tioner's, where she was some time in 
choosing the chocolate which was to 
sustain them on their jaunt. Juliet was 
a connoisseur in the matter of choco- 
late, and the valiant Captain was as 
fond as the girl of sweetmeats. After 
167 



THE EGLAMORE PORTRAITS 

which Mrs Eglamore's bicycle must be 
fetched. 

The West Woods were lovelier than 
Juliet had thought In Marchmont there 
was a square yard of kitchen garden given 
up to the growth of lilies of the valley, 
long ago, in Juliet's childhood, pronounced 
to be her favourite flowers. What would 
Swann, the home gardener, say when he 
was told that here acres of them were 
growing wild ? 

" Not for anything would I have missed 
the sight ! " she declared. 

It seemed she never could be tired of 
sitting, a spot of dry ground carefully- 
chosen where not one flower should be 
injured, her hands clasped about her 
knees, to drink in the scent and gaze 
upon the lovely sight. 

The very first Hlies she plucked Captain 

Sands begged for his coat Of course 
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she gave them, even helped to pin 
them there. The fact, established by 
Mrs Plain's painstaking computation, that 
this surprisingly youthful-looking, elderly 
person was a year older than Juliet's 
father, made her relations with the gay 
bachelor very pleasant and easy. 

He was not an intellectual person, poor 
"Fanny" Sands! but who should say he 
was not a pleasant enough companion for 
a girl just out of her teens? 

Juliet's feet, as she sat to gaze upon 
the lilies, protruded beyond the hem of 
her white dress, and for half-an-hour they 
discussed quite happily the shape of her 
boot-toes, of his, of those of their ac- 
quaintance ; argued as to whether they 
should be round, square, or pointed. 
When she had pinned a flower in his 
buttonhole he had remembered an amus- 
ing instance of a man in Hale, whose 
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circumstances and education should have 
fitted him to know better, who always 
wore lilies of the valley in his coat, 
backed by a scarlet geranium. 

" It will explain, better than if I talked 
for an hour, the kind of man he is," Sands 
declared ; and Juliet seemed quite to 
understand. 

Over the train of thought to which 
this led they discovered a mutual sensi- 
bility which could not but be pleasing. 
There were people who did not consider 
such errors in taste of importance, he 
pointed out, and she lamented that so few 
people really knew. 

"Could you live with a woman who 
wore a woollen blouse with a cotton 
skirt P" Juliet demanded. 

Whereupon Captain Sands was en- 
cour^ed to relate how once he had 
thought of asking a lady to marry him 
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who appeared one day, and expected him 
to walk down the High Street by her 
side, with her hands in lavender cotton 
gloves. He delighted Juliet, besides, by 
mentioning the fact that he could never 
love a woman with a sore lip. 

In such diverting converse, on such a 
sunny morning of white-blossomed May, 
how the hours flew! By the time they 
hiid satisfied themselves that they could 
not possibly carry another lily of the 
valley if they plucked it, they found that 
to go home to the two o'clock lunch they 
must do the four miles in fifteen minutes 
— a feat sufficiently difficult to start with. 

One mile of the four accomplished, and 
Juliet's hind wheel was discovered to be 
HaX ; a catastrophe Juliet, looking every 
minute at the watch on her wrist, found 
to be very distressing. But when, the 
puncture being mended, and a fresh start 
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made, the front wheel went flat within a 
hundred yards, she w£is moved to look 
on the occurrence in a humorous light. 
And when, this disaster also repaired and 
they were on their way again, Captain 
Sands' tyre burst with a loud report, Juliet 
was compelled to laugh so long and so 
helplessly that she nearly had hysterics. 

As, pushing their machines, and not 
hurrying at all, for where was the use 
now? — they neared The CottJige, they 
came upon the mjister of the little place 
on his way back to his office. A turn of 
the road brought them suddenly face to 
face. The Captain was looking, with 
the smile other men called a smirk, in 
his companion's face, and Juliet was chat- 
tering in her high young voice with her 
lilies in her hand, and the rose of health 
and happiness in each round cheek. 

She stopped, dead short, as her eyes 
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fell upon her husband: "Oh!" she said, 
"I foi^ot to order his cutlets!" 

She pushed her bicycle hurriedly to- 
wards him. "You poor darling, sweet, 
old boy ! I Absolutely forgot your cutlets," 
she cried to him. 

Eglamore pulled his mouth awry in a 
grimace that was meant for a smile. " I 
needn't ask where you've been," he said, 
with a glance at the lilies, which, besides 
being in her hands and in Captain Sands' 
buttonhole, were tied in large bunches 
to both machines ; the warm air was full 
of their fragrance. " I will only ask why 
you didn't get in to lunch," 

As Captain Sands detailed the series 
of misfortunes which had detained them, 
she, laughing all the while, detailed them 
too. She thanked her escort enthusiasti- 
cally, as he turned back, for her delight- 
ful morning. "Wasn't it sweet of him 
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to get leave for the West Woods and to 
take me this morning ? " she asked of her 
husband as they two went on alone. 

"Very sweet," he said. "As it hap- 
pens I also got leave and was going to 
propose to take you this afternoon." 

The calamity of it was in his voice. 
Juliet's heart reproached her. "You 
dear, dear boy! But of course we will 
go still," she said. 

" Of course we will do nothing of the 
sort." 

" But I should so love to go with you." 

"You should have waited." 

He took her bicyclfe and pushed it 
towards the shed which was its home, 
she following, filled with compunction, 
and saying with unwearied repetition and 
in a variety of tones : "If I had only 
known — oh, Clarence, if only I had 
known ! " 
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The bicycle was a new one ; when he 
had mounted it on its stand he went 
over it with much interest, examining 
its various wounds. 

" If we don't go to the West Woods 
we will go somewhere," Juliet said to 
him as he slowly turned the wheel, 
"Where shall we go, Clarence?" 

He rose up from the bicycle and faced 
her. "We will go nowhere," he said. 

She started back from him. " How 
horribly you say it ! Why are you so dis- 
gustingly cross? You said you couldn't 
take me there ; how could I tell you meant 
to all the time ? " 

" You might have known I should do 
anything in reason you wished." 

" But Captain Sands asked me. I 
had to go with him." 

" And you went. There is nothing 
more to say about it." 
'75 



THE EGLAMORE PORTRAITS 

" Where are you going, Clarence ? " 
" To the office. Where else ? " 
" You aren't really angry with me ? " 
" Of course not. I come home, having 
done everything you asked me, expect- 
ing to find my wife waiting for me, 
lunch ready for me. If you had chosen 
to take yourself off, you might at least 
have seen I had something to eat." 

" Oh, isn't it mean of you, Clarence, 
to throw it in my teeth after I'd said to 
you how sorry I was about the cutlets! 
You are angry. Don't deny it" 
" Not at all. Gratified — flattered." 
"You don't care a bit about not having 
any lunch. You are jealous. Jealous of 
that old Captain Sands — older than my 
father. Well, I should be ashamed! 
You are jealous." 

"Don't say that again!" he said. He 
turned back upon her, caught her by the 
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shoulders, and bent his face quite close 
to hers. His lower jaw had come out 
and his eyes were angry. 

Juliet's eyes met them without flinching. 
" You are jealous," she said again. "Oh, 
how ugly you look ! Jealous — jealous ! " 

He shook her slightly. " I ? Of that 
frump? That painted woman-man?" 

"Yes," said Juliet, hardily; "you are." 

He snorted in an anguish of scorn, and 
pushed her away. " Have it as you like," 
he said. He walked to the gate, she 
following, then turned upon her again 
" I have explained to you," he said, with 
an air of wearily seeking for patience, 
" that this silly ass — this Sands — chooses 
to be talked of, now with this woman, 
now that — whoever is fool enough to give 
him the chance ; and I have asked you 
to keep clear of him, because I don't 
choose my wife to be made conspicuous 
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in that way. It was through a sense of 
decency I asked you ; but if it is more 
agreeable to your vanity to call \\ jealousy, 
you can do so." 

" The postman is coming past I 
can't quarrel with you against the gate, 
Clarence. Come indoors to quarrel." 

" I will do no such thing." 

"Come indoors to make it up, then." 

" I am due at the office," he said with 
dignity ; and went there. 

The gate, as it clanged behind her 
husband, seemed to Juliet to shut upon 
all the joy of life. Never, never before 
had Clarence left her for one half-hour 
without an embrace ! 

In the tiny hall the cook awaited her 
with the expression of alert complacence 
that servants wear when things have gone 
amiss : " If you please, 'm, the butcher 
never so much as brought the lessest 
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cutlet ; and the master he have gone back 
to his office without a mossel of food 
inside him." 

Juliet had to acknowledge she had 
forgotten the cutlets and abase herself 
before her domestic For, it seemed, 
there having been no provision made 
for the kitchen dinner, the servants also 
had gone without their meal, or said so. 
The poor mistress made what apology 
she could, and bestowed upon cook and 
Harriet the chocolate she had brought 
home with her, and all the expensive 
cakes and biscuits with which Mrs 
Cummin had stocked the house. After 
which she went up to her own room and 
cried with a sickening sense of disappoint- 
ment and failure. 

Eglamore usually managed to spend an 
hour or more with his wife before their 
dinner, but to-day he came in half-an-hour 
179 



THE E6LAMORE PORTRAITS 

late for the meal. Juliet, to make up for 
his lost lunch, had sent Harriet up to 
town to purchase salmon, at a ruinous 
price, out of her own pocket-money, 
and strawberries, at a shilling a dozen, 
for dessert. She had put on her prettiest 
dress — that one she had worn the evening 
Clarence had told her she was far and 
away the best dressed and prettiest girl 
in Hale ; she had clothed herself in 
humility, besides, meaning to ask him 
to forgive her in a manner so charming 
that he could not resist. 

As well as the salmon, the effect of all 
was spoilt 

She imagined all possible kinds of 

disaster; he had fallen from his bicycle 

in a fit ; he had been run over by a motor 

in the High Street ; a clerk had gone mad 

and shot him through the heart as he 

sat at his office table. When at length 
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he came, a whole man, and quite un- 

apologetic, she did well to be angry. 
" Where on earth have you been ? " 
" I went in and had tea with the Plains. 

Susy and I had a game of croquet. It 

took longer than I expected." 

" I hate the sight of you," Juliet said. 



CHAPTER X 

Juliet's revenge 

nr^WO months had elapsed since the 
Eglamores had passed through "the 
picturesque gateway of marriage " to enter 
upon the homelands of domesticity. The 
" commonplace estate," Eglamore had 
heard it called, but his own experience 
inclined him to pronounce the term a 
misnomer. During those first weeks of 
their life together he and his wife found 
themselves alternating between the height 
of a happiness so sweet and holy as to 
bring tears to the eyes, and the depths 
of a misery where they must laugh with 
scorn at the futility of their former hopes 
and at the illusions of wedded bliss. It 
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was quite usual for them to ascend those 
altitudes, to sink to those profundities, in 
the space of a few hours. The same sua 
that saw Jdiet on her husband's knee, 
her lips now lightly brushing his throat, 
now breathing at his ear the fact that 
she adored him, that no girl on earth had 
ever possessed'Such a perfect husband as 
he, saw her facing him with angry sobs, 
declaring, had she ever guessed what 
a hard, ferocious monster he was, wild 
horses could never have dragged her to 
marry him. 

But, used as they were to such changing 
moods, they had not yet discovered there 
was no finality about them. Each time 
they parted with aching hearts in anger 
they thought that the end had come, that 
never could they hope to know happiness 
again. Each time that Eglamore assured 
his wife with low-voiced intensity that 
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she was more to him than all the world — 
than a thousand worlds — that without her 
life would be to him impossible, it seemed 
to both that now, at last, an under- 
standing never to be interrupted had 
been established. 

Although to those who knew them it 
was eight weeks since they married, and 
they were bride and bridegroom still, to 
them it seemed there never could have 
been a time when each had not belonged 
to each. Yet by their perversity in taking 
themselves and one another seriously they 
showed themselves veritable tyros at the 
business of matrimony still. 

One frequent cause of the attitude 

which earned Eglamore the title of 

monster, the chief inducement to Juliet's 

tears, were the letters of Mrs Cummin. 

Her life was a blank to her without her 

daughter. "What interest in life have 
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your father and I without our child? 
Come back to us for a time," they fre- 
quently ran. 

Eglamore read such effusions with hard 
eyes, having decided long £^o that the 
less Juliet saw of her mother the better. 
That they could be kept apart for always 
he knew to be impossible, but let it be till 
he had acquired the influence over his 
wife for which he still hopefully strove. 

He could not spare the time to ac- 
company Juliet to Birmingham, he could 
not spare her from his side to go alone — 
decisions Juliet received now with tears, 
now with outbursts of fiery, childish anger. 

" Let your mother come here," Egla- 
more always said. 

" You know very well while those 
disgusting portraits remain on the wall 
she can never come. She has vowed 
she never will." 
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" I can't help your mother's absurd 
vows. And I'd rather you did not call 
the portraits of my father and mother 
'disgusting.' " 

"While they are on the wall they are 
an insult to my dear mother who took 
them down." 

*' Merciful powers ! Are we to go 
through that childish nonsense again?" 

Whereupon Juliet would fling herself 
on his neck and kiss him, calling herself 
a wretch to tease him, or she would hurl 
at him a " Yes. Always ! Always ! And 
never will I forgive or forget your cruelty 
to my dear mother." 

At last there was a morning when 
Eglamore, yielding to a weakness he 
knew he would repent, promised to take 
his wife for a week to her father's house. 
He received payment for the indulgence 
in the sight of joyful eyes and glad smiles, 
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in the receipt of many kisses. She had 
sung in her bath, romped through her 
dressing, had appeared at breakfast a 
joy incarnate, too blissful to remember 
the decorum which should have kept her 
opposite him at table, too happy to eat. 
The stupid misunderstanding between 
husband and mother was going to be 
put right— she knew Mrs Cummin in her 
own house would be hospitable and kind, 
she knew her husband would be upon his 
good behaviour — once more her home 
would be open to her mother. 

" I will write this very day," she told 
herself, not saying it to her husband, 
however, to whom the prospect of their 
stay was not so delightful. 

To him she chatted of a little dinner 

they were to give that evening to which 

she had not greatly looked forward. 

Only the Plains, and Uncle Isaac, and a 
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not too interesting bachelor friend of Clar- 
ence were coming. She had grumbled 
at the bother of arranging the stupid 
dinner, had reminded Clarence that her 
mother had said they must never venture 
to ask anyone to dine with their present 
servants, had yawned in prospect over 
the hours she would have to sit at Clar- 
ence's elbow to watch him play Bridge. 
But now she would make the dinner a 
success ; everything should go ofif well. 

" I know I can arrange flowers better 
than Susy, who hasn't an ounce of taste," 
she said; "and if you notice anything 
wrong with the waiting go on as if you 
didn't, Clarence, that's a sweet boy. It 
was because you made her jump so by 
saying 'Closer, please' that Harriet spilt 
the lobster sauce last time. I'll try to 
think up something to shout to Uncle 

Isaac, so that he doesn't tell Susy again 
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I've nothing to say for myself — ^he did 
indeed^ Clarence — old wretch ! — Susy told 
me so — and you'll see everything will go 
off beautifully." 

Then he had g^ven her seven shillings 
extra housekeeping money to help her 
with the dessert, and she had held him 
by his coat collar to confess that it had 
been through her stupidity that the 
butcher's bill had been too enormous to 
be paid lately. And he had declared that 
he was not angry, nor had ever been; 
that she was the best housekeeper in the 
world, and the dearest girl ; that never — 
no not even last night, when she had 
been so vexed with him that she had 
thrown the wet sponge at him while he 
was brushing his hair — had he done any- 
thing but love her with all his strength. 

After which he had gone ; and by the 

midday post a letter had come from Mrs 
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Cummin which dispelled at a stroke all 
that felicity. 

"At length," she wrote, " I have got 
to the bottom of a mystery which has 
puzzled me for the last month. Your 
father, once or twice in the course of our 
married life, has endeavoured to keep 
a secret from me, always to be compelled 
ignominiously to divulge it at last. This 
is one case more. I told you I felt there 
was more than met the eye in the circum- 
stance of my being recalled here, just 
when I was being of infinite use and 
comfort to you. I now write to say that 
my suspicions were correct, as usual. I 
will say no more. Not for worlds would 
I render you unhappy, or make mischief 
between you and Clarence. Just say to 
him, however, that in trusting to the 
discretion of your father he trusted to a 
rotten reed. Tell him that if he did not 
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think Hale big enough to contain at the 
same time him and his wife's mother he 
might have resorted to less underhand 
means to be rid of her." 

When Eglamore came home that 
evening JuHet put her mother's letter into 
his hand. " I want you to tell me what 
it means," she said. 

He glanced at the closely written page 
and pushed it away. "Another time will 
do," he said, "I've to see to the wine, 
and change ; and there's only half-an- 
hour." 

" No," said Juliet ; " read it now." 

She watched him as he obeyed her, 
and knew, by the way his ffice altered 
from an irritated indifference to an irri- 
tated attention the moment when he 
caught the drift of the letter. He tried 
to push it into her hand when read, and, 
she resisting, threw it on the floor. 
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"Clarence, what does my mother 
mean?" she asked." 

'*It isn't my busit)ess to decipher your 
mother's meaning," he said. " Do you 
want any sherry up as well as hock? 
And have you remembered to implore 
of Harriet not to fill the claret glasses 
with Madeira?" 

"What have you and father done in 
secret? And why does my mother send 
that message to you?" 

" My dear, I can't possibly be bothered 
now to say." 

He walked to the door, but she put 
herself before it. "You don't go till you 
tell me," she said. 

He looked at the slight figure braced 

before him, and snorted contemptuously. 

" I shall have to take a finger and thumb 

and move you out of the way," he 

said. 

192 



JULIET'S REVENGE 

" If you touch me I will scream. Now 
tell me." 

"What in Heaven's Mgne do you want 
me to say ? " 

" Had you anything to do with father's 
sending for mother home, that time the 
telegram came ? Speak the truth. Don't 
dare to deceive me. If you tell only the 
tiniest, tiniest one I shall know ! " 

" I asked your father to send for Mrs 
Cummin. Yes." 

"Why?" 

" I thought she had been here long 
enough." 

" How dare you ! " 

" I dare do more than that, my dear girl. 
Now move out of the way, will you? 
You aren't dressed ; no more am I. We 
haven't time for any heroics. Put them 
off till to-morrow morning and get away 
from the door." 
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He had, more than once, removed her 
from that position when she had barred 
the way ; had been said to hurt her in the 
process, had won Torgiveness with kisses. 
He thought he knew the game quite well, 
and was unpleasantly aware of an innova- 
tion when, without a word, she relinquished 
her post and went out before him. 

Juliet got herself hurriedly into the 
frock she wore every evening, rejecting 
the more elaborate dress she had intended 
to wear. She heard her husbfind, who 
had duly broached the wines for dinner, 
moving about in his dressing-room as he 
changed his clothes. The door between 
them was ajar but no word was spoken. 
Not waiting to rearrange her hair, to 
put a chain about her throat or a bracelet 
on her arm — not waiting to think — she 
ran down into the dining-room. 

The table was looking very pretty 
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with its dainty burden of cut glass and 
silver ; tiny crimson roses from the 
Rambler over the door stood in their 
clear vases on the white satin centre- 
piece bordered with heavy gold, which 
had been among her wedding presents. 
She did not glance at the agreeable 
effect, however, but straight before her at 
the niches on either side of the fireplace. 
The portraits therein "came out and hit 
you in the eye," Captain Sands had said. 
Juliet in her happier moods always re- 
membered to avoid the encounter. Now 
she walked swiftly round the table, 
mounted a chair, pulled down this por- 
trait, carried the chair to the other 
recess, pulled down that ; hung in their 
places the highly varnished pictures of 
"The Cavalier's Favourites" and "Dig- 
nity and Impudence," so charmingly 
copied by Cousin Anna. 
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Then, having laid the obnoxious por- 
traits one above the other on the floor, 
she took a knife fmn the table and with 
it ripped the canvases from top to bottom, 
and again from side to side. 

Her face was as red as the roses on 
the table as she flung the knife among 
them, cai^ht up a picture in either hand, 
and ran upst^rs to the dressing-nxHn. 

Eglamore was hitting the back of his 
head with a brush in each hand as she 
came in. He turned inquiringly as he 
heard the hurried swisk of her dress over 
the floor. She stood before him, the 
portraits in her hands. 

"You have behaved abominably to 
my parents ; I wish to show you what 
I think of yours," she said, and laid the 
portraits at his feet 

He looked attentively at them as they lay 
there, the brushes still in his hands, and 
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then attentively at her standing before 
him, her breath coming unevenly now, a 
look of fear beginning to mingle with 
the look of daring in her eyes. Then 
he turned on his heel and went on brush- 
ing his hair before the glass again. 

The door bell rang ; Juliet knew that 
her guests had arrived 
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A VAIN REGRET 

TT seemed to Juliet that even Harriet 
knew her mistress was in disgrace and 
was being punished. Even Harriet was 
on Clarence's side. She perceived it by 
the confiding way she whispered a reply 
to a question he asked as to the wine 
she was pouring, by her anxious atten- 
tion to his plate. They were all on 
Clarence's side ; and she was a naughty 
girl, put in the comer in disgrace. 

Susy and Mrs Plain, of course, talked' 
to Clarence — Susy knew better at all 
times than to talk to a woman when a 
man was handy, she often declared ; the 
middle-aged bachelor-doctor, to whom 
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Juliet had an especial dislike because 
her husband had once gone without her 
to a Bridge party at his house, only 
made a pretence of listening when she 
spoke. Uncle Isaac knew her so well 
now that he quite frankly ignored her. 
Clarence, opposite her, avoided, without 
apparent effort, the eyes she could not 
keep from hts face. 

If he had seemed angry, her spirit 
would have risen ; hurt, she would only 
have longed to beg him to foi^ive her; 
but this dreadful indifference, quite new 
in his treatment of her, filled her at once 
with a passionate rebellion and a misery 
she had not known before 

Susy had on a new evening blouse of 
a vivid pink. Temporary solace to her 
overwrought feelings Juliet derived from 
the conviction that Miss Plain looked 
hideous in the trying tint ; but while she 
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looked Susy's face would break into its 
ear-to-ear smile, or the hearty good-fellow 
laughter for which she was renowned 
would burst from her lips, and she knew 
that Clarence, with responsive smile or 
laugh, was saying to himself what a good 
sort Susy was. Uncle Isaac, who took 
a pleasure in making Juliet repeat three 
or four times her least remark, which 
he then never troubled to answer, could 
always hear Susy's jolly tones, always 
chuckled in his horrible, senile way over 
her obvious jokes. 

"How I hate them all!" Juliet said. 
" And Clarence too. Yes ; Clarence 
worst of all." 

She fixed a look on him which should 
have curdled his blood, conveying to him 
the awful intelligence that she hated him. 
He was listening to a tale Susy was 
telling him, his eyes strayed momentarily 
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to the neglected object at the opposite 
end of the table, came back to Susy as 
if his wife did not exist, and he laughed 
heartily at the conclusion of the tale. 

"Hallo!" Uncle Isaac said. He was 
placed on the side of the table next the 
door, and, therefore, facing the recesses, 
and his eyes were caught by the brilliant 
colouring of Cousin Anna's pictures Haunt- 
ing there. "Hallo I been picture-dealing, 
Clarence ? " 

Mrs Plain, seated beside him, gazed 
too. Susy, in her creaking pink silk, 
turned round to look, then sent a swift 
glance to Juliet's crimson cheeks and 
flashed a look of intelligence from her 
twinkling eyeglasses at her mother. 

"Those works of art," Clarence said, 
speaking with his chin thrust out and 
his teeth not sufficiently opened, as his 
habit was when annoyed, "are by my 
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wife's cousin, and were presented to her 
on her marriage." 

"Eh? Oh, that's all right." Isaac 
said. " I was afraid someone had got 
hold of you." He looked at the pictures 
attentively through his glasses. " Hand- 
some frames!" he said. "And what 
have you done with the portraits of my 
brother and sister-in-law ? " 

"They are, at the present moment, in 
my dressing-room," Clarence told him, 
through his teeth. 

His uncle continued to stare at the 
usurping pictures. " I should bring them 
back, and put these in your dressing- 
room, my dear boy," he said. 

" I thank you," Clarence grimly replied, 
"but I do not want them there." 

" Your portraits are by Madden, aren't 
they ? " the silent doctor asked. 

Clarence nodded. " By Madden be- 
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fore he was famous — in his earlier 
manner." 

"What does that matter? Al! the 
better," Uncle Isaac cried. "A man was 
telling me the other day that Madden, 
who used to be knocking about here, 
glad to do a portrait for a five-pound 
note, was getting as many hundreds for 
one before he died. He said anyone 
having a specimen of his early work was 
lucky — there was no telling how valuable 
it might be. I thought of these portraits 
of yours, Clarence." 

"The Bretts," the doctor broke in, 
"were showing me a picture done by 
him of an aunt, or something — mighty 
ugly I thought it — and bragging that they 
had just been offered a hundred and fifty 
for it, but would not sell it for three times 
as much." 

Eglamore gave his snort " The Bretts 
103 



THE EGLAMORE PORTRAITS 

had better sell their aunt and pay their 
bills!" he said. 

"Well, as these portraits, which Vm 
sure I never noticed, are so mighty 
valuable I should like to see them," Mrs 
Plain said. 

"May we be permitted, sir, to go into 
your dressing-room and have a look at 
them.?" Susy archly asked. 

" No," Clarence said, making the refusal 
with a careful smile. " No ; you mayn't, 
Susy. Let me catch you in my dressing- 
room ! " 

" Have the pictures brought in, Clar- 
ence; I should like to see them too," 
Isaac Eglamore suggested. 

"No," Clarence said again. "See 
them some other day." 

"Can't we see them now.?" the old 

man persisted, who was not used to be 

denied. He turned to Juliet. " May I 
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ring and tell your servant to fetch them ? " 
he asked. 

Juliet rose to her feet, her face was 
quite pale. " I will fetch them myself," 
she said. She felt a desperate anxiety 
fo pull the house about her head quickly, 
and have done with it. 

" No," Clarence said once more. His 
voice was quiet, but as authoritative as 
though he had thundered the prohibition. 
Juliet looked at him, breathless, fright- 
ened, grateful. For the moment his eyes 
held hers ; then he turned to his uncle. 

"The portraits may have money value 
or may not/' he said, "the fact does not 
make them more or less valuable to me. 
They are always to me the portraits of 
my father and mother — I don't care to 
have them discussed as articles of com- 
merce." 

He opened the door for the women, 
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who had risen with Juliet, and who were 
passing out as he finished speaking. 

"Well done, Clarence!" Mrs Plain 
said, with a fat approving laugh, and an 
internal ejaculation to the effect that she 
hoped the young man was not turning 
into a prig. 

"Spoken like a book! Good boy!" 
Susy declared derisively, and patted him 
on the arm as she passed. 

Juliet followed, with knees that shook 
under her, and a drooping back, not 
daring to glance at the unsmiling Egla- 
more, who, without lingering to look after 
her as his custom had ever been, sharply 
shut the door upon her retreating form. 
She would have liked to have clung 
about his neck and thanked him for 
saving her, or to have assured him she 
was not in the least ashamed of what 
she had done, and for her part would 
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have liked to fetch the portraits, and 
bang the heads of Uncle Isaac and the 
rest with them. As it was she had to 
follow the jovial Susy in her successfiil 
blouse, and her admiring fat mother to 
the tot of a drawing-room ; to apologise 
to them for its stuffiness, and for the 
coffee which cook was pleased, on that 
occasion, to serve cold ; to endeavour to 
show them by a liveliness not too well 
assumed, that all was well ; knowing at 
the same time they were far too clever 
and too well posted in the history of 
their neighbours to believe it. 

When the men, minus the doctor, who 
left after dinner, came into the drawing- 
room, and the Bridge, upon which all 
their hearts were fixed, was started, 
Juliet, stealing sofdy from the room, 
crept with failing heart to her husband's 
dressing-room. 
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Both portr^ts were as she had placed 
them on the floor. Now that the mis- 
chief was beyond repair she looked at 
them with new eyes. They were no 
longer only the ugly daubs which had 
caused a rupture between her husband 
and mother ; they were the faces Clarence 
had loved. She went on her hands and 
knees and knelt above the portrait of 
his father. The face, which was rather 
like that of the man's brother than his 
son's, had yet something of that forward 
set of the jaw so characteristic of Clar- 
ence. She remembered to have heard 
how he had ruled his household with a 
firm hand, been ever sparing of praise, 
punished unflinchingly. " But I have 
seen men with indulgent fathers who 
haven't done so well as I have done, 
nor have seemed particularly to love the 
fathers who spoilt them," Clarence had 
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said. And he had thanked God for the 
father that was his. 

Still on hands and knees, Juliet crawled 
to the companion picture, and in turn 
bent above it 

Here was no beauty, no fashion, no 
attempt at a youth with difficulty pre- 
served. Only the honest, sensible £ace, 
with eyes as tender as Clarence's own 
when most Juliet cared to meet them, of 
one who had loved with a mother's un< 
speakable devotion her only son ; whom 
Clarence had deeply loved. 

" Since I lost her " — the words, for- 
gotten till then, she had heard in the 
first days of her marriage, came back to 
her in the very tones in which they had 
been spoken — " I have felt as if I had 
no shelter ; as if I had stood open, four 
square, to all the winds which blew. Till 
I met you. When you are at your 
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sweetest, Juliet, you look at me with her 
eyes sometimes." 

Juliet had not felt complimented. What 
pretty young girl wants to be compared 
to a man's elderly mother? But now, 
alas! across the eyes the cruel knife had 
gashed. "Oh, Clarence," Juliet sobbed 
as she contemplated the result of her 
senseless act " Oh, Clarence ! Clarence ! 
Clarence ! " 

When the Bridge was over, and Egla- 
more had locked the door behind his 
departing guests and put out the lights, 
he mounted with a slow and heavy step 
to his dressing-room. He had lingered 
over his arrangements downstairs that he 
might give her time to get to bed, but 
he found that his wife had not removed 
a single garment. The pictures were 
no longer there, but she stood on the 
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spot where they had lain, awaiting him. 
He made a moment's pause as he saw 
her there. 

" Clarence ! " she said, and held out her 
arms. 

He looked at her, looked away, crossed 
the room, and flung open the bedroom 
door. " Be good enough to go to your 
own room," he said ; " I have nothing to 
say to you." 

He stood inexorably by the open door, 
and she went towards it. Reaching it, 
she turned up to him a white, frightened 
face and put her hand upon his arm. He 
shook it off with determination. 

" Don't do that. It is quite useless," 
he said. 

He looked at her hardly, while tears 
rained from her eyes. 

" You have done an ignorant and a 
cruel thing," he said. " Rivers of tears 
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will not undo it. While I live I will not 
forgive it" 

His last word was said ; he shut the 
door upon her. 



CHAPTER XII 

THE MASTER SPIRIT 

" 'TpHERE is just one thing I wish to 
ask you, and then I won't trouble 
you to speak £^ain," Juliet said the next 
morning, breakfast being over. 

They had taken the meal in silence, 
except for the loud rustling of the paper 
Clarence turned about a good deal as 
he read. He looked up from it and across 
at her — such a goodly young man, he 
appeared! His brown, short hair still 
damp from his morning tub, hts square 
face fresh and comely with health ; his 
strong, broad shoulders in his well-made 
coat ; his collar of the shape, and his neck- 
tie of the shade, she herself had chosen. 
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" I am quite ready to hear you," he 
said ''There is no reason that you 
should not speak." 

"When you said last night you would 
never forgive me, did you mean it ? " 

** I did not mean ' never,' " he said with 
deliberation. " I may change ; you may 
change ; what you did may grrow in time 
to be familiar ; at anyrate not so hideously 
strange. A man is a fool to say of any- 
thing in this world ' never.' " 

'* But at present, and for years, perhaps, 
to come, you are to be like this? For 
how many years ? " 

He rose and laid down his folded news- 
paper. ''I do not at present feel like 
forgiving you," he said. 

" Not though you ' know I cried all 

night long? Not if I beg — de^^ to be 

forgiven ?" 

He moved impatiently. "Oh, what is 
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the good of that ? You go and do a thing 
— an unspeakable thing I — ^and shed a few 

tears, and We will leave it alone ! 

What is it you wished to ask me ? I am 
not so absurd as to pretend we can live 
together without speaking." 

" Only without love ? " 

He waved his fingers as if putting away 
the subject. "What is it you wished to 
say to me ? " 

" Only just this : two can play at this 
game." 

She had cried half through the night, 
loudly sobbing on the pillow to arouse 
his pity ; failing in that, silendy and more 
miserably to herself, her face hidden. 
She had been, then, both frightened and 
remorseful, ready to He at his feet like 
a chidden dog if he would but forgive. 
Finding herself and her grief rejected 
her mood changed. Her remorse was 
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not less, and perhaps the sense of the 
irrevocableness of what she had done was 
greater, but she was her mother's daughter 
and knew that if her heart broke she must 
meet hard words with hard ones. 

He waited for her to go on, 

" 1 mean," she said, trying to keep the 
quaver out of her voice, " if you don't 
love me any more, very well ; I don't 
love you." 

He held himself unmovedly beneath 
the blow, and she rushed wildly on tn 
an eager endeavour to make him feeL 

" It is quite true. Quite. I thought 
1 loved you when I married you. I 
daresay 1 said so — but you were different. 
You were kind, and gave me things, and 
always did as I asked you. Mother said 
we wanted to marry them to know what 
they are ; and she was right. I know 
what you are now, and I hate you." 
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"You've already told me so several 
times." 

" Yes ; only now I mean IL I hate you, 
and everything you say and — and do. 
And how you look at me — you're so — so 
hideous. Yes ; and that snort you give. 
I hated you last night at dinner. I 
wanted you to see I did, only you 
wouldn't look. Susy was grinning at 
you, showing all her ugly teeth, and you 
were grinning back. I thought you were 
frightful — both of you — and you were ! 
If you had looked at me you would have 
seen I thought so. And you are frightful 
now, with your hands in your pockets 
and your lip stuck out — and I'm glad I've 
told you — and I mean it" 

" Is that all ? " he asked. 

She had to wait a moment because 
of a catching of the breath. " No," she 
said in a quieter tone ; " there is some- 
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thing else. Are you going to keep your 
promise and to take me home to my 
mother, or are you not ? " 

" Most certainly I am not. If I keep 
in my present mood I will never go into 
your mother's house again ; I will never 
receive her into mine." 

"Then I shall go without you." 

"Very well." 

So indifferent was his tone she could 
hardly believe her ears. The thought of 
leaving him was to her as the thought 
of death. 

She gasped with the pain of it. 

" I shall go at once." 

" You must please yourself." 

" And never, never come back." 

"If you go without my leave you 
certainly will not" 

He delivered this ultimatum at the 
door; he passed it, and in a few minutes 
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she saw him go through the garden on 
bis way to his office. 



If there had not been the necessity of 
keeping alive until she had written the 
history of the situation to her mother, 
Juliet thought she must have died of the 
aching of her heart. She told with a 
hurried pen of the destruction of the 
pictures, of her sorrow for the act, of 
Clarence's wrath. "How can I live with 
him if he hates me?" she wrote. "Oh, 
mother, if you could only come to me — 
if you only could! 1 have told him I 
should leave him, and he doesn't care a 
bit But I don't know if I can ever 
leave him. I don't know what to do." 

The letter was almost as incoherent as 
her thou^ts. 

Although her heart should break, cook 
must come for her horrid orders. Clarence 
ti9 
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must be fed. She went into the town as 
usual for her important purchases — a leg 
of lamb to be ordered for dinner, a bunch 
of radishes and a lettuce to be carried 
home for lunch. As usual, Captain Sands 
was waiting to escort her. He always 
waited for her in the High Street, carried 
her little parcels for her, looked in at 
the picture post-cards in the fancy shop 
window with her, bought her chocolates 
and Bowers. Sometimes, now, she would 
dart down a back way to avoid him, for 
she was getting tired of his tales and 
his smirk and his obtrusive attentions. 
To-day, however, she was too listless to 
care if he were beside her or not. Since 
the heavens had fallen and Clarence had 
ceased to love her, what did it matter 
who chattered nonsense in her indifferent 
ears or grimaced in her weary face ? 

Clarence saw the pair above his office 
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blind as they passed. " How I hate that 
grinning ape!" he said. 

He watched them walking in the sun- 
shine on the opposite side of the street; 
out of the church gate across the way 
came the clergyman and his wife. They 
had been holding morning service, and 
had themselves formed their own con- 
gregation. They looked after the pair 
whom Eglamore watched, turned upon 
each other a glance, spoke no word. 
Eglamore knew that in the little gossip- 
loving town his wife was laughed about 
as "the Captain's latest." His eyes 
followed them into the confectioner's 
shop; he could not help watching till 
they came out again. 

Then Susy came by. Clarence tapped 
at the window and called her in. She 
also had seen Juliet and her escort and 
said so. 
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" I don't know what to do about 
Birmingham," Clarence said. "Juliet is 
agitating to go. I suppose it is only 
natural she should want to see her mother. 
But the mother I can't stand, and that's 
the truth of it" 

" Send her alone," said the practical 
Susy. " Let her go till she's tired of 
being there and wants to come back to 
you." 

" Yes," Clarence said, and moodily 
contemplated the desk before him. " But 
what's to become of me while she's 
away ? " 

"You come to us," Susy advised. 
" It's a bargain." 

" I'll do more for you than carry your 
parcels every day," the gallant ex-volun- 
teer Captain was saying in answer to 
the familiar expostulations. 
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" You only say so," 

" Try me. Do try me, Mrs Eglamore." 

" If I have to go to Birmingham alone 
^ill you come as far as Peterborough 
with me, and get my tickets, and see me 
change, and look after my luggage ? " 

"Will I not?" 

" Then you must do more. You must 
come on to Birmingham and stay with 
my father and mother." 

He said he would, but with less en- 
thusiasm. He was not fond of staying 
away from the precisely ordered comfort 
of his home, and found time hang on his 
hands in any town but Hale. 

"Thank you," Juliet said. "But I'm 
not going, you know. I couldn't possibly 
leave Clarence." 

Captain Sands felt that after the ex- 
penditure of three and sixpence for her 
basket of sweets with its smart lilac 
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ribbon she should have been more tact- 
ful than to make that speech. 

" When do you think of going to 
Birmingham f " her husband asked of her 
that evening when dinner was over. He 
saw that she had barely touched her 
food, that her face was pale. His own 
dignity, the respect due to his dead 
parents, required of him that she must 
be punished, and he intended to do his 
duty in this particular ; but he did not 
wish to contemplate her pain. Let her, 
after all, go to her mother for a while — 
till he could permit himself to take her to bis 
heart again. It would be easiest and besL 

" I have several things to think of 
before I go — and it will be for a long 
time," Juliet said, with the pathetic 
quaver in her flute-like voice. " I sup- 
pose you meant it when you said I 
wasn't to come back?" 
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"You know I did not mean it. But 
I think it better you should go for a 
time. Perhaps, away from me, you may 
grow to value your home more, and 
may — may " 

" What ? Pray go on." 

" Come to your senses." 

"Thank you." 

She was a tall girl and as a rule very 
graceful in her movements. Those she 
made in anger were not natural to her 
but copied from her mother, who indulged 
in a certain dreadful jerkiness in spring- 
ing from her chair at the point where 
she considered her feelings outraged. 
Clarence had observed it in her dealings 
with her husband ; he saw it repeated by 
his wife now. 

" 1 don't suppose you wish to insult 
me ? " she demanded. The tremble in 
the girlish voice was her own, but the 
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dreadful words were a favourite phrase 
of Mrs Cummin's. " Do you mean to 
insult me, Clarence?" 

**I don't," Clarence made answer in 
his least conciliatory tone. '' But I think 
it will be better for you to go for a 
time." 

" And for you too, I suppose ? " 

**That — perhaps," he admitted with 
admirable indifference. 

*' And pray — pray — " her quick breath- 
ing fluttered her voice — **what will you 
do while I am away ? For be very sure I 
shall not hurry — not hurry — to come back." 

*'I shall go and stay with Susy," he 
said. 

She showed that it was a blow. Her 
face was piteous for a moment. "Wait 
— ^wait till you are asked," she gasped. 

"I am asked. Susy asked me this 

afternoon." 
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•'Very well!" She jerked across the 
room with her mother's gait to the door. 
'*Then, as it is all arranged so nicely — 
so very nicely — I can pack my things, 
and go — go at once." 

She shut the door loudly behind her, 
and he saw her no more till he went to 
bed. 

He nearly fell over her large travelling 
case as he opened the bedroom door. 
It was duly strapped, he noticed, and 
Juliet, fully dressed, was moving about, 
banging-to drawers and wardrobe doors. 
Without a word he got into bed and 
presently was asleep. Juliet put on her 
hat and the travelling cloak she had worn 
a month or two ago on their honeymoon. 
It was a long process. The hat had to 
come off and on many times before final 
adjustment. She made more than neces- 
sary noise in hunting for her veil, in 
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opening and shutting her glove - box. 
By the time she had finished dressing 
Clarence's regular breathing had deep- 
ened into a slight snore. She stood and 
looked at him. There was no doubt 
about it, the heartless fiend was asleep. 
She lifted the tin travelling case and 
dropped it into an empty bath. 

The noise must have awakened him if 
he had been the Seven Sleepers rolled 
into one. His eyes opened instantly and 
rather alarmedly upon her face. 

"Where are you going?" he asked. 

"To Birmingham — Edgbaston — March- 
mont," she told him— -"home." 

"At this time of night?" 

"Yes. Why do you snort? If jrou 
knew how much more deadlily I hate 
you when you snort!" 

"There isn't a train. Don't be silly. 
You'd better undress and come to bed." 
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' "You will see if I am silly." She 
clutched with both hands the travelling 
case and jerked to the door. "I — I 
wish you good-night," she said. 

"Good-night — since you are so silly." 

The case banged against the door- 
posts ; she looked back into the room ; 
he had turned on the pillow and was 
asleep again. 

By the sound of the tin case when it 
dropped, jangling, to the floor, by the ease 
with which his wife carried it, Eglamore 
knew that it was empty ; he knew, too, 
that she had no money ; he had his own 
reasons, therefore, for not attaching too 
much importance to the projected journey. 

After a few minutes, however, he got 
up, made sure the travelling case had 
journeyed no farther than the boxroom 
on the landing from whence it had been 
fetched. There had been a noisy un- 
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locking and banging of the front door, 
but by the draught of cool night air 
fluttering his pyjamas as he crossed the 
landing he knew it stood open still. 
Noiselessly he lifted the sash of the win- 
dow from whence a view of the doorstep 
could be obt^ned. The summer night 
was light enough to show him Juliet 
sitting there, huddled, elbows on knees, 
chin on hands. Three times, during the 
half hour she maintained that position, 
he regarded her crouching figure, going 
back to bed between whiles. Then he 
fetched a leather collar - box from his 
dressing-room and sent it bounding down 
the stairs. 

It hit her smartly on the back, and, 
as she sprang up, bounced into the 
^rden. In an instant she came rushing 
upstairs : " Clarence, there are thieves 
in the garden," she cried. "They are 
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throwing stones at me — enormous ones 
— from behind the wall." 

But it was impossible to arouse the 
sleeping husband ; and presently Juliet, 
having thrown off her clothes, flew into 
bed beside him and hid her head beneath 
the sheet. 

" You haven't condescended to ask me 
why I gave up my intention of going 
to Birmingham last night," Juliet inquired 
of her husband the next morning. 

The long borders upon which the 
French window of the tiny morning-room 
opened were ablaze with flowers, the air 
was sweet with the scent of stock and 
mignonette. About the window the 
scarlet rambler hung, the clematis sent 
tendrils to peep upon the foolish pair 
sitting with glum faces within. " I sup- 
pose it is nothing to you that your wife, 
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. who has been used to carriages and 
horses and servants to wait on her, has 
to stumble along at dead of night carrying 
her own luggage, and pursued by horrible, 
tipsy thieves, yelling and throwing stones 
at her?" 

" I didn't think the luggage would be 
too much for you," he told her, "and 
the tipsy men evidently did you no 
harm." 

She knew by his tone and the dragging 
of his lip that he had disbelieved in her 
intention of starting alone at midnight 
for Birmingham. The fact that, instead 
of being in an £^ony of terror for her 
as she had intended, he had sill the time 
been laughing in his sleeve, filled her 
with blind anger, 

" Because I did not go I suppose you 
think I am not going ? " she cried. " I 
am. I am going this very day." 
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" No ; you are not. You are going 
to-morrow." 

" I will go to-day." 

"You will wait until to-morrow, when 
I can go myself as far as Peterborough 
with you to see you don't make a mistake 
and get into the wrong train." 

"And then you will come back, I 
suppose, and will go to stay with Susy 
Plain? That "good old girl," who has 
set you against me and — and shown 
herself the — the cat she is." 

" I shall stay, while you are away, 
with Susy, as I have told you." 

"Then go to her at once — at once, do 
you hear? I won't trouble you to come 
with me. You are not quite the only 
man in the world — although you think 
you are — giving yourself airs and looking 
so — so ridiculous! There is someone 
who will be very glad to do me a ser- 
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vice. He will go with me, and we will 
go to-day." 

" Who will go with you ? " he asked, 
and put aside the mask of indifTerence. 

" Captain Sands. He is the only 
person in this horrible, horrible place who 
cares if I live or die. He has promised 
to go home with me whenever I like ; 
and I shall ask him to go to-day." 

With the twitch which would have 
moved her mother's shoulders in like 
case she reached the door. There he 
caught and held her, gripping her 
arm. 

" Until you promise you won't go to 
Captain Sands on any such errand, you 
don't stir out of the room," he said. 

She looked at him, drawn to her fullest 

height, her chin lifted: "You think you 

can stop me ? A short — insignificant 

man — like you.^" With a sudden move- 
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ment she twisted her arm from him and 
darted upstairs. 

She came down in a couple of minutes, 
wearing her hat, pulling on her gloves ; 
a girlish, pretty figure, dressed in white. 
He awaited her on the mat at the foot 
of the staircase. 

" Move away," she said from the eleva- 
tion of the last few stairs. 

" Not till I have your promise." 

"You will never have it." 

"You intend to ask Sands to go with 
you to-day to Birmingham ? " 

" Most certainly I da" 

"You shall not." 

She laughed excitedly, really enjoying 
the faa that she had roused him at lasL 
" I will show you if I shall not," she 
said, and, turning unexpectedly, flew up 
the stairs. 

He followed her three steps at a time, 
ns 
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and caught her on the little landing, 
frustrating her plan of making for the 
backstairs and the kitchen door. Grip- 
ping her so that this time she could not 
escape, he dragged her — the distance 
was but a few feet — into his dressing- 
room. She made only a feint of strugg- 
ling, because she liked to feel how strong 
he was, and he pulled her easily across 
the room to the door which led to their 
bedroom, locked it, put the key in his 
pocket He twisted her round sharply 
then, so that they were face to face. 

"Now, are you going to Sands?" he 
asked. 

"Yes. You are hurting my wrists 
very much. Oh, what a cruel and 
beastly man you are ! I shall show the 
bruises to Captain Sands as we travel 
up." 

" No ; you won't," he said. And before 
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she knew what he was doing, he had 
caught her up in his arms, and carried 
her to the long, empty bath, in which he 
carefully laid her at full length. Then 
he quickly left the room, locking that 
door also upon her. 



CHAPTER XIII 



THE RESCUE 



'Tp H E quarrel that ensued between 
husband and wife, on receipt of their 
daughter's letter at Marchmont, showed 
features somewhat differing from that of 
their previous encounters. 

Mrs Cummin bad announced her in- 
tention of going, at any loss of dignity, 
at once to her daughter's rescue, and he 
had forbidden her. She had put his word 
aside as a something beneath contempt, 
and with a few scathing words flung in 
her husband's face, had gone to her room 
to prepare for her immediate departure. 
Thither he had unexpectedly followed 
her. It was seldom that he denied her 
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the honour of the last word ; she could 
hardly remember the time when he had 
voluntarily sought her presence. Stand- 
ing before her, and speaking in a tone 
which was destined to ring in her ears 
for the rest of her life, he delivered him- 
self of a few curt sentences. 

"You are not a bad woman. I give 
you credit for believing in yourself and 
your own motives. You act, as you 
always claim to do, for the best ; I grant 
it. Yet you have wrought with your 
tongue and your temper more harm in 
my life than if you had been a drunkard, 
or a vicious woman. I don't suppose 
you will pause in what you are doing 
now ; I know you too well to expect it 
I have thought it my duty, however, to 
make my protest Now go and ruin the 
happiness of our girl's home as you have 
ruined mine." 
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She did not receive his remarits in 
silence, and she went, scoffing in her heart ; 
but they stayed with her nevertheless. 
Across all the more important things she 
tried to think of came her husband's 
words, spoken not angrily as he was 
accustomed to argue with her, but with 
a force of dispassionate conviction. 

What he had said was as absurd as 
cruel. She had been a perfect wife, 
mother, housekeeper, instead of being the 
ruin of his home. Yet he had spoken in 
the very accents of sincerity : was it not 
astounding that such a view of her ex- 
emplary conduct could be held even by 
him? 

She tried to think, as the train bore 
her along, of what she should do when 
she arrived. Juliet had said she wanted 
her mother ; evidently she was unhappy ; 
there had been no question about the 
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fashion in which to answer that appeal. 
If her son-in-law's house had been guarded 
by lions Mrs Cummin would have gone 
when Juliet called her. But what exactly 
to do when she got there she could not 
determine. She must show Juliet how 
to score off her husband and come off 
conqueror, she must teach her that a girl 
could not be taken from such luxuries 
as Juliet had known to such a home as 
Clarence's without suffering from the sac- 
rifice demanded of her. But how could 
she with dignity enter a house, the dust 
of whose floors she had shaken from her 
feet ? — There was the difficulty. 

"As you have ruined mine — as you 
have ruined mine — ruin the happiness of 
your daughter's home — as you have ruined 
mine." 

The words rang so persistently in her 
brain she could but take them on her 
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own tongue. Ruined his home ? How ex- 
actly the reverse was the truth. He had 
been a man of an easy-going tempera- 
ment. Ten years ago, when he had been 
younger and much stronger than now, 
he had wanted to retire from business, 
thinking, with only one child, he was rich 
enough. It was she who had kept him with 
his qose to the grindstone ; and in that 
ten years he had doubled his fortune, and 
now might be accounted really wealthy. 
He had been without ambition, loving 
his book, his pipe, his garden, the society 
of his little girl. It was her tongue which 
had lashed him to effort ; it was she who 
had seen to it that his carrii^es, servants, 
house, and grounds were such as should 
elevate him in the opinion of his fellow- 
men. No one of their acquaintances had 
such perfect lawns on which to give their 
garden parties. Never in her life had 
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she been to a dinner without recognising, 
and acting up to, the necessity of giving 
a better one in return. 

As for Juliet Had she been of the 
order of mother who feels that her duty 
to her daughter finished with the office 
of finding her a school and packing her 
off to it ? She had had her own ideas 
about girls' schools, at home and abroad, 
and the evil to be learned there ; her child 
should be safe under her own eye ; and 
there she had been kept in spite of the 
fatigue and the fuss of lessons, of con- 
tinually changing governesses. When 
the father, in his thoughtless man's way, 
would have spoilt the girl, she h;id pre- 
vented his doing so ; never had she re- 
laxed in her watchful care to mould her 
child in all things as she was moulded 
herself. As much as was possible with 
one who had necessarily inherited some 
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of her father's weakness, she had made 
her a duplicate of herself — what more 
could she have done ? 

" Ruin your daughter's happiness as 
you have ruined mine," the persistent 
voice talked on. 

The great inconvenience of locking his 
wife in his dressing-room Clarence found to 
consist in the fact that he dared not leaveher 
there. However much his office claimed 
him, his post, while she remained incarcer- 
ated, was on the other side of her door. 

After the scrambling noise made by 
her getting out of the bath, and the slight 
sound of her stealthy testing of the lock 
of the door, she was very quiet. He 
fetched his book and pipe, and sat on 
the top stair of the landing upon which 
the door opened. He had taken the 
only course practicable under the circum- 
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stances, he did not doubt, and he was 
determined she should remain shut up 
until it was desirable to let her out ; but 
he was, to say the truth, extremely 
desirous that she should give him the 
chance of doing so quickly. 

He had never smoked a pipe less to 
his taste ; after the first five minutes he 
gave up the attempt to read his book. 

In five minutes more (by his watch — 
an age in his experience of anxiety and 
impatience) he got up and knocked upon 
the door. 

" Juliet," he called. He had to repeat 
her name in that sharp tone of authority 
several times, and to hammer upon the 
door, before, in a voice of cold and calm 
self-possession, she answered him. 

" Are you tired of being in there ? " 

" Not at all. I have plenty to think 
about" 
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" Say that you will not make yourself 
and me ridiculous by going to Sands and 
I'll let you out at the moment. Do you 
hear, JuHet?" 

" I hear — perfectly. Thank you." 

"Are you going to give me your 
promise ? " 

" Na" 

"Are you going to keep me here all 
day long ? " 

" Certainly I have no wish to keep you 
here." 

" I may go to the office ? " 

" As quickly as you like. You may go 
anywhere." 

" And what will you do ? " 

" 1 shall call from the window to the 
first person I see to come and break open 
the door." 

" Don't be a fool, Juliet. We aren't 
children to play such a silly game. Say 
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the word I want you to say, and come 
out." 

"The game isn't mine. I don't call 
it a game." 

" Juliet, my hand is on the key. One 
word ! " 

No answer. 

"Am I to go and leave you here?" 
No answer. " I am going, then." 

She heard his step thumping heavily 
downstairs. Her durance only began to 
irk her when she knew that he was gone. 
The first half hour, while she had known 
him to be keeping watch, was as nothing, 
the thirty minutes after he had left her 
seemed to be of the duration of hours ; 
the fact that she was really a prisoner 
was intolerable. 

The day was hot ; the window, a very 

narrow one, only opening at the top ; no 

bell was in the room. She climbed on 
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a chair and looked out of the window. 
A purple cloud was mounting from the 
horizon, heavily encroaching on the blue 
of the sky. Far off, on the otherwise 
deserted road, a cab was approaching, 
slowly crawling through dust and heat. 
Juliet could just see it by laying her 
cheek on the open frame. There was 
a sound of distant thunder ; not a leaf 
stirred of the mountain ashes in the hedge 
by the gate. Within, there seemed to be 
no breath of air. Suddenly recognising 
this fact, Juliet felt that she must suffo- 
cate. 

She sprang from the chair, ran to the 
door, shook it, loudly called on the 
servants, happily chattering over their 
washing up on the other side of the 
house, and deaf to their mistress's voice. 
Juliet tore the blouse away from her 
throat ; she felt ill, horribly ill ; gasping, 
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choking with sobs, she called her hus- 
band's name. 

Then, with something rising in her 
throat which threatened indeed to choke 
her, she fled again to the window, mounted 
the chair and hung out her head for air. 

The cab was before the gate now ; but 
Juliet was too far gone in hysterical de- 
rangement to notice that it had stopped, 
and that from it a lady was descending. 
She could only shake the window and 
scream: "Clarence! Clarence 1" 

The lady came in at the gate, stopped 
short upon the gravel path at the cry, 
looked up, aghast, at the window. 
" Juliet ! What in Heaven's name is 
the matter?" she called. 
. The cry of " Clarence " changed to the 
cry of " Mother ! Mother ! Mother ! " 

"What is it? Tell me this insUnt," 
Mrs Cummin cried in an agonised voice 
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of authority. The cabman, who had 
pushed open the gate, stood with it in 
his hand, gazing from the mother on 
the path to the daughter at the casement. 
" Is anyone murdering- you ? " Mrs Cummin 
called in a tone of wrathful excitement. 
" Tell me at once, Juliet." 

" He has locked me in," Juliet shrieked. 
" I can't get out ! Oh, Mother ! Mother ! 
I can't get " 

Then there was a crashing sound, and 
the mother, her eyes fixed upon the 
window, saw her daughter disappear from 
it. 

At the sound of the crashing noise, 
and of Juliet's fall, Eglamore went flying 
upstairs, his heart in his mouth. He 
had fidgeted in the morning-room, which 
looked out on the back garden, wonder- 
ing what they were thinking of him at the 
office, wondering how long it would take 
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to weary Juliet to submission, and knew 
nothing of the arrival of the cab. As 
he bounded upstairs he was aware of a 
rustle of silk pursuing him, but in the 
stress of the moment took no heed. Not 
until his hand was on the lock, and Mrs 
Cummin, screaming the name of Juliet, 
hurled herself at the door, did he perceive 
that his mother-in-law was upon him. 

" I insist on your opening the door," 
she cried to Eglamore, with unnecessary 
emphasis, as he was already flinging it 
wildly open. 

The chair JuHet had unfortunately 
selected to stand on had been one dis- 
carded from the bedroom as unsafe ; under 
the strain put upon it, its hind legs had 
suddenly separated from the seat, bringing 
Juliet precipitately to earth. 

She had worked herself into a hysteri* 
cal condition, and she lay and sobbed and 
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screamed amid the ruins of the chair. 
Eglamore tried to lift her, but she fought 
away from him and flung herself into her 
mother's arms. 

" He shut me up — without air — for 
hours," she cried. " I couldn't breathe, 
mother. I was going to jump from the 
window — when you came." 

She probably had forgotten that she 
could not possibly have squeezed her 
body through the window, and it was a 
fact Mrs Cummin naturally overlooked, 
while Clarence was too concerned at the 
condition in which he found his wife to 
point it out. In his preoccupation he 
was not yet even affected by the con- 
sideration that he had put himself in the 
wrong, and that his was an altogether 
unenviable position. 

"Tell me if you are hurt," he kept 
saying, white with anxiety. " Is she 
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hurt ? " he asked of the mother, kneeling 
beside her prostrate daughter, trying to 
enfold her in her arms. 

He could see that a large piece of skin 
had been scraped off her forehead, which 
was bruised ; as she sobbed on she held 
up and pitifully looked at an arm down 
the white skin of which a long narrow 
furrow of crimson showed. 

"My wounded darling!" the mother 
said ; and Juliet cried more piteously as 
she beheld the wound. 

Clarence with a troubled face drew out 
a pocket-handkerchief and dabbed the 
blood upon the arm. 

"Leave her to me!" his mother-in-law 
cried fiercely. She seized her daughter's 
wrist and enveloped it in her own hand- 
kerchief. " You have finished your work ; 
go, and leave my child to me." 

At the half-open door stood Harriet, 
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faintly knocking, looking in with gloating 
eyes upon mistress and mistress's mother 
sprawling upon the floor, and master 
kneeling above them. " Please, sir, 
Spinks, the cabman, he's a-waitin," she 
said. 

*' Tell him to go, then," Clarence said. 

" Tell him to stop I " cried Mrs Cummin, 
with an outstretched commanding hand. 

She turned upon Eglamore, Harriet 
still lingering within hearing, loth to 
leave the interesting scene. " I take my 
daughter back with me to my home 
to-day," she said. 

" I was coming to you, mother," Juliet 
sobbed ; " I was coming when he locked 
me in. He knows I can't breathe — I 
suffocate and can't breathe if a door won't 
open — ^and he locked me in. Hours! — 
and it thundered — oh. It was for hours ! " 

" Darling, don't think of it. Try to 
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forget it all. You shall go borne with me 
to-night," Mrs Cummin soothed her. 

Clarence held out his hand to his wife. 
She looked at it and looked away. Her 
breath still came sobbingly, although 
there were now no tears. " You wish to 
leave me ? " he asked. 

"If she does, or not, she goes!" Mrs 
Cummin declared. '* I trust no child of 
mine to your tender mercies again, 
Clarence Eglamore. Had I come two 
minutes later I should have found the 
dead body of my daughter dashed to 
pieces on the garden path. No thanks 
to you that I was in time. I look upon 
you as a murderer, let me tell you." 

"You may look on me as you like if 
Juliet sticks to me," he said. "You will 
not leave me, Juliet?" 

He still held out his hand to her, but 
Juliet turned her head on her mother's 
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lap, hiding her face. When a minute 
had passed he withdrew his hand, got 
upon his feet, and walked to the door. 
There he paused and looked at Mrs 
Cummia 

" I was going to bring my wife to 
you myself to - morrow," he said. " I 
locked her up because she insisted on 
going with Captain Sands instead of 
with me." 

Juliet lifted her head. " I didn't mean 
it, mother. He knew I didn't mean it. 
He locked me up because he hates me, 
and wanted — wanted to k-k-kill me!" 

"We will see if there is not a law 
which will release you from such a 
monster," the mother said ; and Clarence 
went from the room. 

The cab waited while Juliet's wounds 
were bathed, she dressed for travelling, 
her luggage hastily packed. Her desire 
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to sob and cry left her with her husband ; 
she sat in heavy silence while the pre- 
parations for her departure were made. 

Harriet and cook, with alert solem- 
nity, rendered a secretly joyful assist- 
ance ; cook even condescending on her 
own initiative to make the kettle boil, 
and sending up to the two ladies two 
cups of tea. 

" Not beneath this roof! " Mrs Cummin 
said when the refreshment was offered ; 
and Juliet turned from the cheering cup 
without a word. 

" Has your master left for his office?" 
the elder lady demanded of the servants. 

"The coward!" she ejaculated, when 
informed that he had. "Your husband 
did well to avoid any last words with 
me I" she reminded Juliet. 

Juliet's hand shook so painfully she 
could not herself adjust her veil. The 
K "57 



THE EGLA310RE PORTRAITS 

grazed bruise on her temple showed 
plainly through it, and on her wounded 
arm the swathing handkerchief protruded 
beyond the sleeve of her coat. 

"My poor litde unhappy darling!" the 
mother said. 

The girl was evidently half dazed. 
She had to sit while they dressed her. 
She shook and shivered so that to fasten 
buttons, to draw on gloves, was a difficult 
matter. When she must go downstairs 
her mother led her with an arm about 
her waist. 

Mrs Cummin looked around with in- 
sucked lips. " He has done well to run 
away!" she said. 

But when they reached the little hall 
Eglamore came out of the morning-room 
door and spoke to his wife. "Come in 
here, and let me say a word to you 
before you go," he said. 
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Juliet shrank closer to her mother, who 
held her with a reassuring clutch. 

"We decline to hold further speech 
with you," Mrs Cummin said. 

" I only wish to speak with my wife. 
Juliet, come to me." 

Juliet felt herself dragged forward by 
her mother. The servants were listening, 
the cabman, who had been summoned to 
help with the lugg^e, looked on with 
a discreetly interested eye. 

Clarence was acutely aware of the 
publicity of the scene. To think that his 
passionate love affair, his idyllic marriage, 
should end in such a vulgar scandal as 
this! 

He came out of the doorway, and put 
himself before his wife. " Before you 
leave you shall tell me this," he said : 
" Are you going of your own free will, 
or influenced by your mother? Can it 
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possibly be your wish to leave me, 
Juliet?" 

She looked at him a moment and 
looked away. " You have been cruel 
to me," she quavered. 

"And you honestly wish to leave 
me?" 

Her mother's grip of her arm was 
painful. " I wish to be with my mother," 
Juliet said. 

Then her husband stood out of her 
way. 

Once away from her home Juliet re- 
mained almost absolutely silent. She 
lay back in the comer of the cab, and 
later of the railway carriage, with shut 
eyes, tacitly resisting all Mrs Cummin's 
efforts to rouse her from her lethargy. 

To hear "all about it" was naturally 
the desire of the mother, who had so 
far only gathered a vague account of 
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the disgraceful affair. But no induce- 
ment would open Juliet's mouth on the 
subject When at last Mrs Cummin 
commanded her to speak, she dared to 
remain silent. 

Under even the present distressing 
circumstances, Mrs Cummin was glad to 
have her daughter with her. During the 
long journey homeward, what confidences 
she had expected the girl to make! with 
what exquisite sympathy the pair would 
abuse the monster husband ! How they 
would go over and over again the story ! 

Disappointed in this expectation, look- 
ing upon Juliet's hanging head and ob- 
stinately closed - lips, the poor lady was 
fain to take refuge from her defeated 
hopes in the thought of her husband. 
Even he, who so rarely saw things from 
her point of view, must approve the step 
she had taken to-day, must praise her 
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for her prompt action, and her course 
in bringing Juliet away. There was no 
doubt of his love for his daughter ; it 
would be easy to rouse his anger against 
the man who had ill-treated her. 

As for the last twenty years Mrs 
Cummin had not longed for her husband, 
she longed for him now. With the 
dramatic power she undoubtedly pos- 
sessed, she would tell him all the story ; 
she could trust herself it should lose 
nothing in her handling. 

Reaching home, she would put Juliet 
to bed — she did not doubt that her 
curiously apathetic bearing was the result 
of suffering ; she would be better when 
induced to speak of her wrongs — then 
she would go to find her husband, who, 
before turning in for the night, would be 
smoking the pipe he enjoyed on a certain 
seat beneath the yew-tree on the lawn. 
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He would see at once that she required 
comfort and support. How many years 
it was since she had appealed to him for 
either! But she remembered that in the 
long ago there had been once or twice 
such an occasion, and that he had not 
failed her. The strain upon her will and 
nerve had been great, and this curious 
sullenness of Juliet's was trying ; it was 
possible she might even break down and 
cry as he praised her. But the relief of 
those tears, the comfort of her husband's 
approbation would be great. 

When at last they were driven beneath 
the stars, to the dear home she had left 
a few weeks ago, laughing on her hus- 
band's arm, Juliet roused herself. She 
put her head through the carriage win- 
dow, and looked towards that chair 
beneath the yew-tree, which was also in 
Mrs Cummin's thoughts. She hoped to 
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see the light of her father's cigar shining 
through the soft dusk. 

"Where is father?" she asked. "I 
want to see my father very badly." 

But Mrs Cummin persisted in her plan 
of sparing Juliet all further fatigue and 
putting her to bed at once. 

She saw to her undressing, and most 
tenderly cared for the girl, tucking her 
in bed as when she had been a child, and 
fetching with her own hands the soup 
she deemed it expedient she should drink 
before she slept. Juliet drank obediently, 
but refused afterwards to lie upon her 
pillow. 

" Not till I have seen my father," she 
said. " I wish to tell my father myself, 
mother." 

She sat up in bed, her dark hair, loose 

upon her shoulders, giving to her round 

face an unusually childish look, and with 
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eager eyes she watched the door. It was 
not only that she wanted to see her father, 
she wanted to see him alone — just for one 
minute alone, without her mother. Just 
to say one word to him who would under- 
stand. 

The door opened : " Father I " she 
called. 

But it was her mother who came in ; 
her mother alone, with a drawn face. She 
came to the bedside and looked at Juliet, 
who saw in the moment that she could 
not speak, and that in her shaking hand 
she held a piece of note-paper, on which 
some words were written in Juliet's father's 
writing. 

"Your father is not here," she said at 
length. " Your father has left me. He 
is not coming back." 
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THE MIGHTY FALLEN 



'^HE leuer her father had written 
Juliet in explanation of his conduct 
in turning his back on his home was 
redirected on to her from Hale in her 
husband's hand. 

In writing it Mr Cummin had believed 
that she, who was so happy in the love 
of a good fellow like Clarence Eglamore, 
would find comfort for any sorrow it 
caused. Perhaps if she had read it under 
the conditions imagined she would have 
borne up against the sorrow and the 
shame of it. As it was sh6 felt herself 
to be overwhelmed. 

The letter was long ; the writer had 
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given thought to its composition, striving 
not so much to justify himself to his 
daughter as to make on her a certain 
impression. His little daughter had been 
in such a hurry to leave him, he wrote, 
and since she had gone from his home 
he had found life there, alone with her 
mother, Intolerable. 

" I know what your mother is to you," 
he went on. " I don't want to bear hardly 
on her ; I would not have her in your eyes 
less dear. I will take care that she is liber- 
ally supplied with means ; the carriages, 
the servants, the pocket-money for which 
she has pestered me, she can have to 
pretty nearly the same extent as before. 
I shall only reserve a small part of my 
income — she has always made me live up 
to the full amount of it — to myself. I shall 
be a lonely man, Juliet ; but at least I 
shall have peace, and be rid of the bitter- 
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ness which for years has been gromng in 
my heart — not naturally bitter, you know, 
my dear little girl, at all. Only my lawyer 
will know my address, and to his care you 
can send the letters to which I need not 
tell you how much I shall look forward. 

" You love your husband, Juliet, I 
know. Don't let anyone come between 
you. Don't be afraid of not always 
having your own way. It is best for 
both of you, believe me, that Clarence 
should generally have his. Be kind, be 
gentle, be yielding, my dear. It is for 
these qualities men love women. Don't 
fight and struggle for the mastery. 
When you've got it and your husband 
is conquered — shamed, perhaps, in his 
own eyes and those of his household 
— what better off" are you ? YouVe 
triumphed at the expense of what made 
you adorable in his eyes. 
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" And don't be always striving to 
squeeze an extra indulgence from him 
which he knows he can't afford. Is 
there anything under heaven he can 
buy you worth the fact that for every 
concession, wrung from him with badger- 
ing, bickering, or sulks, he loves you 
less, gets to hate to be alone with you, 
loathes instead of loves the sound of 
your voice ? " 

There was more to follow, but when 
Juliet had read so far, her tears falling 
heavily upon it, her mother put out her 
hand for the letter. Slowly and atten- 
tively, even going through some portions 
twice, she read it ; then gave it back 
without a word. 

Later, " You had a letter from Clar- 
ence this morning f " Mrs Cummin said ; 
and Juliet passed on that letter also. 

" Bum it, mother, please," the girl 
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said ; " I don't wish to see it — ever — 
again." 

"Dear Juliet," this letter ran, — "As 
you have seen fit to leave our home, I 
have closed The Cottage. Should you 
wish to communicate with me a letter 
to the office will always find me. — Yours, 
" Clarence." 

That epistle also Mrs Cummin read 
without comment Indeed her tongue 
seemed to have lost its cunning in those 
days. She was strangely silent. 

To have Juliet to herself, no one to 
come between, to be undisputed sovereign 
of her own domain — mi^t she not have 
been thought to possess here the con- 
stituents of bliss ? But by some strange 
perversity of human nature, some curious 
caprice of the spirit, it followed that, hold- 
ing these blessings at last in her hand, the 
capacity to enjoy them failed her. Even 
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for her daughter's society, it seemed, she 
no longer greatly cared ; often she shunned 
Juliet's doleful companionship to sit alone 
by preference, gazing upon the rooms 
she had so sumptuously furnished or the 
grounds she had kept in such immaculate 
order. From the house she could not 
be induced to stir. All callers she refused 
to see. 

The family of Tolworths, returned from 
their visit to Florence, were ushered un- 
expectedly into the room where she sat, 
one day. Without any greeting of them 
she rose from her chair and went from 
the room. Juliet was not visible. The 
discomfited family, bursting with gush 
about their delightful tour, waited for a 
quarter of an hour to see if the mistress 
of the house intended to return, then 
abashedly took their departure. The 
news that Mr Cummin had run away from 
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his wife had been public property ; after 
the call of the Tolworths the fact that 
Mrs Cummin's reason had given way 
beneath the blow was widely reported. 

Those who saw her daily — her daughter, 
her lawyer, her servants — knew that her 
brain was as strong as ever ; that it was 
her pride which was broken. 

What was to her her fine house now 
that she would receive none within its 
walls to jeer at her loneliness ; what 
mattered how many horses were in the 
stables since she would not go abroad 
in her well-known carriage to be pointed 
at with the finger of scorn? How could 
she rejoice any more in her handsome 
dresses and her well - preserved looks, 
when alt who looked at her knew that 
in her husband's eyes she was hateful ? 

She had been a woman used to flare 
into passion tempestuously, never one to 
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brood over what was amiss. Now she 
brooded. She did not sleep o' nights, 
she had no joy in her days ; and presendy 
she fell ill. 

When only partially recovered it was 
decided that it would be well for her to 
travel, and who but Juliet could go with 
her? 

" Let her mix with strangers, divert 
her mind," the doctor said ; but Mrs 
Cummin ^rank from strangers at Men- 
tone and at Nice as she had done from 
her friends in Birmingham. She would 
not appear at tabU-eCkSte, nor show her 
face in any frequented way, but sat in 
her bedroom always, and looked out on 
mountain, sea, or lake as she had looked 
out on the garden at home, and with the 
same hopeless apathy. 

One night Juliet, helping her to bed, 
watched her gait as she crossed the room. 
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" You are not lame, mother ? " she asked 
anxiously. "What makes you dra^ that 
foot so?" 

Her mother looked at her in silence, 
then down at the foot, as if a little sur- 
prised herself to find it not so brisk as 
of yore. So often she omitted to answer 
questions now ; she did not answer this. 
But later, when the girl stooped to kiss 
her before going to her own bed, Mrs 
Cummin held her with a hand upon her arm. 

" Juliet — " she waited long on the word, 
holding the girl, looking into space, " I 
think you had better send for your hus- 
band," she said at last. 

Juliet, falling asleep that night, with 
wet eyes but a joyful heart, dreamed 
that she and Clarence were walking, 
hand in hand, down the sunny gravel 
path of the garden at home between the 
borders gay with flowers. It was the 
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time of summer, evidently, by the luxuri- 
ousness of the flowers, but the apple- 
trees of the orchard beyond were all in 
full bloom, and the lilac bushes. Her 
mother too was there, coming to meet 
them down the path, and in her face 
were the roses of health and happiness. 
' Mother ! mother I " Juliet dreamed 
she called joyfully to her, " I can't think 
why I have been so unhappy. Here is 
Clarence, mother; and he loves me just 
the same!" 

Then she awoke and knew it was 
because she was to send for Clarence 
she had had that happy dream. 

But when, later in the morning, she 
went into her mother's room to ask her 
why she was so late in stirring, she 
found it was because one arm and leg 
and side of the poor mother refused to 
stir at all. Mrs Cummin was paralysed. 



THE EGLAMORE PORTRAITS 

When she had to a certain extent 
recovered from the first seizure, and 
could speak, although with difficulty, 
'•Have you sent for Clarence?" she asked. 

Juliet told her, weeping, that she had 
not ; that she wanted no one but her 
mother now, not even her husband. 

The dying woman looked at her. her 
face awry altered almost past recogni- 
sion, but in her eyes still the undying 
anxiousness of the mother. 

"Go to him," she said. "Don't mind 
me. I'm all right" — ("or righ'," she 
said ; her words were clipped and stam- 
mered forth like those of a drunken man, 
but her tardy effort at self-effacement was 
not the less pathetic) — " I'm or righ'. 
Go er Claren." 

In the night she had another seizure ; 
and before the night of the next day 
was dead. 
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CHAPTER XV 

A SWASHING BLOW 

/CLARENCE EGLAMORE. fleeing 
from the haunting presence of his 
wife in the house which no longer held 
her, and all the memories, . painful or 
full of bliss, but all now equally sad, of 
his two months' sojourn there, took up 
his abode beneath the hospitable roof of 
Susy Plain and her mother. 

There — daily expecting the letter of 
contrition which he knew, sooner or 
later, Juliet would write, determined, for 
the sake of their future relations, to let 
the first advance towards reconciliation 
come from her — he waited, wearying for 
that which never came. Nothing of the 
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flight from his redoubtable wife of Mr 
Cummiii he knew ; nothing of Mrs Cum- 
min's illness; of the miserable setting 
forth of her and Juliet in search of health 
— nothing. 

He had escaped from the loneliness 
of the cottage, dreading the regrets which 
would assail him there ; but a short re- 
sidence with the always genial Susy, of 
Cuckoo Hall, inclined him to wish he 
had remained with his wounded loves 
and broken hopes in the home he had 
deserted. She was always in such a 
jovial frame of mind, her voice so loud, 
her laugh so ready and boisterous ; such 
a bracing person, altogether — for a half- 
hour at a time. Taken in large doses 
the tonic failed strangely of Its effect ; 
and Clarence found that on some moods 
of his this determinedly cheerful mood 
of hers jarred painfully. 
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There were hours in which he could 
not endure to hear Juliet's name men- 
tioned ; there were hours in which it 
seemed to him a cruelty to speak of 
aught else. At all times he was so on 
edge that the name must be spoken with 
bated breath. To his own heart he 
might accuse his wife ; of the rest of the 
world he expected that she should be 
handled as a holy thing. Neither Susy 
nor her mother could be bothered with 
such niceties. 

"The girl has behaved like an idiot," 
Susy said in her downright, sensible 
way to anyone who would listen. " I'm 
not going to make any bones about it." 

" She was always a fool, to my 
thinking," Isaac Eglamore would say. 
" Instead of mooning about with that 
face of his Clarence should thank God 
to be rid of her." 
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Susy often talked to Uncle Isaac in 
those days. The domestic affairs of the 
junior partner offered a never - failing 
theme. She would run into his private 
room at the office, sometimes, if she had 
anything of interest to communicate. Or 
he, in the hour he permitted himself for 
lunch, would walk across and take his 
biscuit and sherry with Miss Plain and 
her mother, instead of eating it alone in 
the office. The elder Eglamore, who, 
in spite of his sixty-six years and his 
partial deafness, had kept his figure and 
a certain juvenility of deportment, became 
quite gay in those days of his closer 
association with Susy ; would snigger 
loudly in response to Miss Plain's great 
laugh, would pay broad compliments to 
her mother. So that the two ladies 
joked each other about him with much 
entertainment, and declared on all sides 
aSo 
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what an amusing old dear he was, and 
what a fool Juliet had been, seeing how 
large was his fortune, not to humour him 
more. 

Captain Sands absented himself from 
Cuckoo Hall at that time. He chose 
to give himself airs as having been the 
cause of the quarrel between husband 
and wife, and made a point of openly 
shunning Eglamore in consequence. But 
he strutted up and down the High Street 
with more satisfaction than ever, and got 
a good bit of credit out of the affair of 
which everyone talked. 

He was not so glib with his pen as 
his tongue, but he managed to compose 
quite a lengthy epistle for the benefit of 
Juliet. It told her the news of Hale — 
little items be tactfully said, which Egla- 
more, whose letters must be filled with 
more important matter, might overlook. 



THE EGLAMORE PORTRAITS 

From this source Juliet learnt the inter- 
esting fact that Susy and Clarence played 
a single at croquet every day after lunch, 
and that Susy invariably beat That 
Uncle Isaac, who had worn a black suit 
all his life, had suddenly appeared in a 
pale grey one. That the fat young lady 
in the confectioner's shop had inquired 
after young Mrs Eglamore of Captain 
Sands ; had said she had missed seeing 
her pass the window, and remarked on 
the fact that she always wore pretty hats. 
The fat young lady was not the only 
person in Hsile who missed Mrs Eglamore 
and admired her hats, the writer took 
the opportunity to remark. He also 
inquired if the invitation to Marchmont 
Mrs Cummin had been good enough to 
give him still held good. He went about 
with an added importance for a few days, 
mentioning that he was thinking of taking 
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a holiday shortly, and would probably 
spend it in Warwickshire ; striving by 
such means to sustain the public interest 
in what had been the most eventful flirta- 
tion of his life. But no reply came from 
Juliet, and the visit to Warwickshfre 
never came off. 

Three weeks of feeling himself a not 
too welcome visitor at the Plains' house 
— for all his preoccupation he was sensible 
of the fact that his glum face, his silent 
mood, his reserve on affairs which they 
wished openly to discuss, were obnoxious 
to his hostesses ; three weeks of saying to 
himself: "It is she who must give in 
— not I. If I am weak now, I am weak 
always ; a second Cummin, poor fellow, 
and Juliet her mother over again"; three 
weeks of anxiously watching the post 
which never brought to him the word 
he longed to see. Then Eglamore sent 
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for Harriet and cook to resume their 
duties at The Cottage. 

" I will go back and get ready for 
Juliet," he said to Susy, with whom, as 
with the rest of the world, he had tried 
to maintain the fiction that all was well 
between him and his wife, and that he 
expected her early return. 

Susy smiled as broadly over the de- 
parting guest as she had smiled to 
welcome him ; she had taken a senti- 
mental interest in him at one time, but 
he had become such a dull fellow of late. 
" Sure you wish to go back ? " she asked ; 
and he enumerated in detail the things 
he meant to do in preparation for the 
coming of his wife. 

"When I get married I hope I'll get 
an attentive husband like you," Susy 
declared. " And that he and I will make 
as loving a pair as you and Juliet." 
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The speech was a sneer, as Eglamore 
knew, but not the less did his loyalty to 
his wife and his love compel him to 
answer it. 

'* It would be impossible for two people 
to love each other more devotedly than 
Juliet and I do," he solemnly asserted. 

The fact that for all her faults he loved 
her no less — that, whatever she said or 
did, he could not possibly love her less — 
was firmly implanted in his mind. His 
short married life had held torturing 
experiences ; but at the end of it, when 
his wife left him to such a loneliness as 
he had not imagined, he knew that she 
was infinitely dearer to him than at the 
beginning. He loved her without reason, 
never stopping to ask why ; loved her as 
she ioved herself, without thinking ; be- 
cause he must, because he did. 

" You are a model couple, we know," 
«8S 
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Susy said, showing aU her teeth. " Let 
us hear when Juliet comes back, so that 
we can run up and see her." 

She said it with the more heartiness 
because it was openly reported in Hale 
that Juliet would never retunt She 
felt it was not incumbent on her any 
longer to back up Clarence, and she 
told Isaac Eglamore that afternoon that 
Juliet and Clarence were looking for- 
ward to inheriting every farthing of his 
money. 

In the home to which Clarence returned 
he had lived for eight years of happiness ; 
he had lived there, somewhat unhappily, 
for two months with his wife. Yet, not 
of those long years of freedom from 
care, of bachelor irresponsibility, bachelor 
friendships and hospitality, was the place 
eloquent ; but every piece of furniture, 
every window-nook, every flower that 
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blew, every bird that sang, spoke to him 
for ever and ever of Juliet 

One night only of it he endured — 
lying wide awake through hours of dark- 
ness, Juliet's voice in his ear, her spon- 
taneous laughter, the feel of her hair tossed 
warm across his throat, the scent of it in 
his nostrils. The dawn, finding his aching 
eyes still open, showed him the chair on 
which she sat before the toilet-table ; 
the glass which had reflected her round, 
childish face. He recalled the pretty 
litter of her belongings about the room — 
for Juliet missed the services of the maid 
who used to wait on her and could not 
often remember to put her clothes away — 
the slippers on which he stamped as he 
made his way to the door. He had hurt 
his foot and scolded her rather severely 
the last time he had done it, he re- 
membered. If only — peeping from under 
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the bed, lying heel upward as she had 
kicked it off, beneath a ciiair — he might 
see one of her slippers now ! 

He hung his head out of bed and 
looked in vain. His heart was sick with 
longing. When the morning was still 
young he got up. Harriet and cook, 
as they scurried through their dressing, 
saw him from their window furiously up- 
rooting the weeds which choked the 
flower border. 

"Sure the missus ain't coming back?" 
one of them said. 

The place — with tea going before break- 
fast, in the afternoon, at night ; with baths 
sometimes twice a day ; hot water being 
always carried into her bedroom, and 
all sorts of fancies — wasn't to be compared 
to what it was with only master to wait 
on, and him almost always out, they de- 
clared. Both regarded Eglamore's spirited 
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performance in the long borders with 
distrust. 

Isaac Eglamore was sitting in the room 
he alone frequented of all the beautiful 
rooms in his house, when his nephew, 
who had been too impatient to await his 
uncle's arrival at the office, appeared. 

" 1 want to get away for a few days," 
Clarence told the senior partner ; and 
went on to speak of business which must 
be transacted in his absence. 

Uncle Isaac was in a silent mood that 
morning, and had little more than grunts 
with which to receive his nephew's remarks. 

"Where are you going?" he inquired 
at length. 

" To Birmingham, to bring back Juliet," 
Clarence said. 

"And can't Juliet come back alone? 
Or, as she has been so long away, can't 
she stay away a little longer ? " 
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" Have you any objection to my 
going ? " Clarence asked, with a hint of 
offence in his voice. 

The old man took another piece of dry 
toast — he prided himself on eating no* 
thing but dry toast for his first meal ; in 
Hale, for some strange reason, the fact, 
and that he ate it without butter, was re- 
garded as being to his credit " Since you 
ask me — yes ; I have an objection," he 
said. " Your leaving is inconvenient just 
now, because I am thinking of taking a 
holiday myself." 

Clarence heard the announcement with 
as much surprise as if his uncle had de- 
clared his intention of taking a kingdom. 
" You ! " he said, and stared at the old man, 
unfamiliar in his smart grey suit He fol- 
lowed the direction of the elder man's gaze 
and found it fixed upon an object which 
stood between his plate and the tea-pot. 
990 
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This was a photograph in a silver 
frame ; and, looking closer, Clarence 
recognised the wide smile, the small, 
alert eyes, the broad cheek-bones familiar 
to him. Such a portrait, of his dear 
friend Susy Plain stood on his own 
writing-table at home. More than once 
Juliet had flung it into the waste-paper 
basket, but always when Clarence had 
been by, loyally to fish it out again. 

Clarence looked at the photograph in 
its present position, looked at the modish 
cut of his uncle's summer suit, formed 
into a convincing whole in his mind 
fragmentary evidence to which he had 
given no heed of words, of tones, of 
glances ; and the news which hts uncle, 
still regarding the picture of the fair one, 
proceeded to give him was stale when 
it fell on his ears. 

" I am about to be married," the lawyer 
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said. " Very quietly ; in London ; and 
I shall be away ten days or a fortnight 
The office wilt want all your attention 
while 1 am away. It has been Susy's par- 
ticular wish, and mine, that the marriage 
should not be announced until it has taken 
place ; but you, of course, must know of it, 
and I have her leave to tell you to-day. 
I leave for London to-morrow." 

" I can quite understand it will be more 
agreeable to you both not to hear what 
people say of your marriage," Clarence 
said, with white lips. 

His uncle's command to him to keep 
to his post would hardly by itself have 
held Eglamore back from Juliet. But 
the knock-down blow of Isaac's marriage 
had not only altered his position, and 
destroyed all the hopes of advancement 
on which he had confidently built, but 
had made it seem to him at first im- 
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possible that he coiild now approach his 
wife. 

In their consenting to his marriage 
with their daughter he knew that the 
prospect of his inheriting his uncle's large 
fortune had been a strong inducement to 
her parents. He knew that Juliet herself 
had looked forward to a day on which he 
and she would be rich. To her eyes of 
twenty years, Isaac Eglamore had ap- 
peared of such an age that it was not to 
be expected of him to totter through a 
world he could so feebly enjoy for much 
longer ; and she had sometimes talked 
of what they would do when Uncle Isaac's 
house and all its handsome old furniture 
would be theirs. Clarence who had re- 
buked her, as in duty bound, had been 
as sure of his inheritance as she. Now, 
with Susy a couple of years older than 
himself, what chance did he stand? 
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His share of the business was but a 
small one : he was told now with scant 
ceremony that it would be no larger 
while the head of the firm lived. 

Bitterly in his remembrance dwelt the 
humiliating remarks of his mother-in-law 
on his poverty, and the shifts to which 
her daughter was reduced. How could 
he face the woman with her unsparing 
tongue, her fierce ambition for her child 
and herself, and say to her: "As I am, 
so I shall always be. I have no prospects 
now ; I can never afford a better home 
for Juliet. I have come to eat my words, 
to show the poor thing that I am all 
round ; to take Juliet back into poverty " ? 

The hunger of the heart from which 
he so cruelly suffered might drive him in 
time even to this degradation, but not yet 
— not yet 



CHAPTER XVI 

JULIET HANGS THE PORTRAITS 

'TpHE local paper containing the an- 
nouncement of the Egtamore- Plain 
marriage was directed to Mrs Clarence 
Eglamore by the bride's own hand. 
Juliet found it, among other papers which 
had not been forwarded to her, awaiting 
her at Marchmont when she and her 
father returned there. 

It might have been expected that her 
husband, who had left her willingly, 
would not greatly have mourned his 
wife ; that he might have been upheld 
by the reflection that if her death had 
been accelerated by his action she had 
at least brought it on herself. But Mr 
«95 
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Cummin was a tender-hearted man. and 
a man of tender conscience, and he took 
deep blame to himself. 

"This is my work," he had said as 

he stood by his wife's grave. 

Not one word, save in praise of her, 
did he henceforth speak of Juliet's 
mother ; never did he allude to the letter 
he had written Juliet, or take upon him- 
self to repeat the advice therein given. 
The pair clung to each other ; but, emu- 
lating his reticence, Juliet, who, in her 
mother's lifetime, had longed to tell 
her father the history of affairs between 
Clarence and herself, now felt, without 
reflecting on the dead woman, she could 
not explain that there was more than met 
the eye in their separation. 

" You are longing to get back to your 
husband," he always said, while mutely 
pleading for more of her companionship. 
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And Juliet could not bring her tongue 
to utter the words ; " I must wait to go to 
him until he asks me." 

They came slowly homeward, stopping a 
day or so in each place of interest ; look- 
ing, with eyes that ached with tears, openly 
and privately shed, upon pictures which 
for them in their preoccupation had no 
meaning, gazing at churches with a piti- 
ful, simulated attention. Marchmont was 
lovely in the autumn sunshine when they 
reached it. They had longed to be back 
under the familiar home influences ; but 
the prim orderliness of the beautiful 
house and grounds weighed on both 
their spirits. 

"What is the good of it all to me?" 
the widower asked drearily. 

Juliet cried for her mother as even 
yet she had not cried, wandering, lonely, 
through rooms which had been furnished 
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with such fashionable elegance. Surely 
it was impossible that in none of them 
should she come upon her mother, survey- 
ing with the unshrinking eyes of the auto- 
crat her domain, ready to detect any flaw, 
alert to discover possible improvement ; 
ruthless in her intention to have perfection 
about her, let who might suffer ! 

They had been her bond slaves — father 
and daughter — trembling beneath her 
sway, and quite ignorant what to make 
of their freedom when it was theirs. 

" Isn't this the man whose property 
was to have been Clarence's?" Mr 
Cummin asked as he read the paragraph 
Juliet pointed out to him. " Surely 
this must be a bad job for Clarence, 
then ? " 

Juliet, overcome with the strangeness 
of the news, thought, not taking in at 
once the consequences of the step, it must 
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be a shock to him. " They're a horrid 
old pair. I don't like them at all." she 
told her father. 

" But this man's money — Clarence 
spoke of it to me as a certainty. How 
old is the woman he has married ? " 

" Ever so old," Juliet told him, with 
the vagueness of her own years. '* Thirty, 
perhaps." 

"Thirty! But this means ruin!" Mr 
Cummin said. 

Juliet looked at him, startled. "Clar- 
ence could earn ever so much at his 
office," she said. "You can't think what 
a clever lawyer he is, father ! " 

" No country lawyer's business is worth 
much nowadays," Mr Cummin declared ; 
" besides, this is a grasping old man. 
From what your husband told me I could 
see he was keeping a tight rein. This 
is a terrible blow to Clarence, my dear, 
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mark my words. He is going to be a poor 
man all his life now." 

Juliet's face flamed like a crimson rose, 
she flew up from her chair, her eyes alight 
"Then I think I'll go to him, father," she 
said ; " I — I haven't wished to leave you ; 
but now, if you don't mind, I will go to 
Clarence at once." 

She refused her father's offer to go 
with her ; she wanted no witness of the 
meeting between her and her husband. 

" At least, wire him by what train to 
meet you," Mr Cummin said. But even 
this she would not do. 

She arrived at The Cottage in the 
afternoon of a day when Uncle Isaac's 
marriage was not a week old. The cab 
which bore her, leisurely, down the tree- 
bordered road passed cook, hatless and 
capless, her sleeves turned up, her apron 
flung over her arms, walking along the 
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path in affectionate converse with the 
butcher's boy, leading his pony alongside. 
Harriet, capless also, stood by the garden 
gate and called witticisms after the in- 
teresting pair. Juliet pretended not to 
see either. She wanted to be very nice 
to cook and Harriet. It would be so 
dreadful to feel that anyone should be 
sorry, her wanderings of foot and spirit 
over, she had come home at last. 

"What a homelike little smiling place 
it is ! " she said to herself. How often — 
oh, how often ! in the drear splendours 
of Marchmont, in the big hotels of foreign 
towns, she had longed for the dear 
familiarity of the insignificant little spot. 

She got out of the cab slowly in order 
to give the startled Harriet time to rush 
in and answer the door, as if never, never 
since her mistress's departure had she been 
out of hearing of the bell. 
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The Virginian creeper was hanging in 
vivid scarlet streamers over every window, 
the tace-trimmed blinds were drawn up 
awry, the curtains, freshly hung for her 
first home-coming, tucked untidily away. 
Weeds were on the gravel path, the grass 
had not been cut, the doorstep — oh, 
Harriet ! oh, cook ! — was dirty. Ah, 
how delightful it would be to put things 
right again — or not to put them right! 
To sit with Clarence and revel in the 
fact that things were not ship-shape at 
all, either in their home or their fortunes, 
but that they were together, and nothing 
else mattered! 

Beyond Harriet, hurriedly attired in 
the raiment of officialdom, in the tiny 
hall, a portmanteau ready packed was 
standing. Juliet's eyes felt on it at once, 
and her heart sank. 

" The master is a-going away to-day, 
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and will call for it on his way to the 
station," Harriet explained. 

"Where is he going?" 

Of course Harriet did not know. 

"For how long is he to be away?" 

The master had not said. 

Juliet could but remember the return 
to Marchmont of her mother, and how 
her father had taken flight. Clarence 
had had notice of her home-coming — she 
had all along suspected her father of an 
intention to telegraph him to come to 
Peterborough to meet her — and was 
fleeing before her face. But for the 
accident of her having caught a train 
which was just starting she would have 
arrived a couple of hours later in the 
day and would have found him gone! 

"When had the master first mentioned 
his intention to gd away?" 

" Not until lunch. He had barely 
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give hisself time to Mt hts food, had 
6ew upstairs and packed his clo'es as if 
he hadn't a. minute to wait. He'd had 
a sudden call, and was going, rig^t un- 
expected like, be said." 

Yes ; he had learnt of her coming ; 
was giving up home, everything, to escape 
her! 

Juliet was in deep mourning — mourning 
which had been made abroad, and was 
therefore laden with crape ; a long veil 
of crape floated down her slender back ; 
there was no relief to the sable hue, 
and Juliet did not think it became her. 
The heavy black emphasised her loss of 
flesh, made her cheeks too pale. Her 
husband should not see her so, she had 
determined ; she would run up to her 
room on her return and put on a certain 
white wrapper which became her well ; 
she would perhaps get a rose from the 
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garden to supply the colour her face had 
lost 

This plan was forgotten now ; she 
would not even go to her room, she was 
too lifeless to pull off a glove. 

She opened the dining - room door. 
Cousin Anna's pictures screamed at her 
from the walls. Never, never ag^n 
could she bear the sight of those master- 
pieces ; how garish and ugly they were, 
of what sad, sad things they spoke I 
She retreated, and turned to the drawing- 
room, which was in darkness, the shutters 
not having been unfastened. The gloom 
accorded with Juliet's mood. When 
Harriet made a clatter with the shutters, 
flinging them back, noisily dashing up 
the window so that sun and air flooded 
the little space, she shrank and would 
have turned from the tight. 

"She's in a nice way, I can tell you!" 
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the appearance at the drawing - room 
door of the domestic retinue. 

Cook, as having the bigger wage, was 
appointed spokeswoman : " If you please, 
'm, bein' as you've come home, Harriet 
and me don't feel equals to the work, 
and wishes to leave you this day month, 
'm," she recited. 

Juliet regarded the pair, hardly hear- 
ing, not at all caring ; and at the instant 
came the sound of wheels, of a horse 
pulled up smartly at the front gate. 
Her knees shaking beneath her, her face 
white as a rag, JuHet got up. 

" It's your master," she said in a voice 
no more than a whisper. 

Cook and Harriet made a dash for 
the portmanteau in the hall. 

" He wants to catch his train ; don't 
— don't say I'm here," JuHet faltered. 

She would have hidden from him who 
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was running away from her, but she must 
see him first — just once before he left 
her, and she died as her mother had 
done, and he was sent for to come and 
stand beside her grave. 

She stumbled to the window, pulling 
the curtain ever such an inch aside, and 
saw htm, who had sprung from the cab, 
standing by the gate he had pulled open 
for Harriet and the portmanteau. She 
said his name to herself many times, 
miserably, under her breath: "Clarence! 
Clarence ! Clarence ! " 

He threw the portmanteau on the seat 
by the driver, said a word to him, looked 
at his watch, banged the cab door upon 
himself as he jumped in. The wheels, 
as the cab turned round, seemed to grind 
on Juliet's heart. 

Her face was as white as the lace curtain 
she held in her hand, but she looked still. 
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In response to the whip the horse 
broke into a gallop, the cab lumbered 
past the scanty leaved laburnums, the 
yellowing poplars and little lime - trees 
of the hedge. She had to pull the cur- 
tain farther back to see it now. 

It had stopped. What blessed miracle 
had happened to keep it in sight a 
minute still? She saw her husband's 
head thrust from the window, even caught 
a note of his voice. He was springing 
from the cab, running back 

She forgot to hide as he came up the 
garden path ; but he never turned an 
eye upon the window. The front door 
stood open. 

" My tobacco pouch ! " he called. 
" Hi ! Quick ! Harriet ! My tobacco 
pouch ! " 

Harriet came running. " I see it soon 

as you left, sir. 'Twas on " 
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He snatched it from her hand, went 
running down the path Again. 

"Clarence I" Juliet screamed. 

He stopped dead ; but was slow in 
turning round. 

Often he had heard her calling him. 
His senses had played him strange tricks 
of late with Juliet's form and voice. Such 
a call had roused him from dreams of 
her more than once. 

It required a moment's pause to assure 
himself of reality now. Then he turned 
and looked at the window from which 
the voice had come. No trace of Juliet 
there ; but he knew he had not been 
deceived. 

Quickly he reached the door. " Juliet ! " 
he called, but softly, under his breath, 
as if afraid of the sound of her name 
upon his lips. "Juliet I" he called in 
the hall. Timorously he opened the door 
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of the little drawing-room. " Juliet ! " 
he breathed. 

Juliet, who had sunk to the floor By 
the chair in the window, and was cling- 
ing to it, hiding her face, said not a 
word till he went and knelt beside her 
and pulled her into his embrace. 

"Father said you were ruined; so I 
thought I might come back to you," she 
sobbed out to him there. 

A broken word or two, a few kisses 
on eyes wet with tears, and where is the 
need of eloquence ? 

In the moment when Juliet had heard 
him softly speak her name she fot^ot 
that she had believed her husband to be 
running away from her. It was quite a 
long time before she remembered to ask 
him where he had been going on that 
interrupted journey. 
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" I was going for you," then he told her. 
" Uncle Isaac is still on his miserable old 
honeymoon, there is no one to attend to a 
thing at the office ; but I couldn't stand it 
any longer. I was going for yoa" 

Eglamore was a perfectly sane person ; 
even in the moment that he learnt of 
Mrs Cummin's death he did not! forget 
where the fault of bis misfortunes and his 
wife's had lain. He looked out upon the 
future now without a fear ; very, very 
tenderly he looked back upon the past. 

" I suppose we were fools," he said : 
"but weren't we happy, sweet?" 

" Harriet and cook have given notice 
to leave," she told him, and looked at 
him with a little nervousness. " It's my 
fault, Clarence ; they don't like me." 

" They're best gone," Clarence said, 
who had grown tired of cook and Harriet 
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" And I think, Clarence — I really think 
I can manage with one servant Do 
you know that in the first year of her 
married life dear mother had only one i* 
She never told me, but poor father, who 
talks much of those early days, told me. 
And he says, Clarence, that although he 
and mother were poor then it was the 
best of all their ttme together ; and that 
dear mother worked so hard and was 
quite happy. Father does not think, 
Clarence, that money makes people any 
happier. He was wild to get it, he says, 
for mother's sake ; but they were never 
so happy when once it was theirs. I 
should like to work for you, Clarence, 
as dear mother did for father." 

But Clarence would not hear of the 

plan. Not even before the post brought 

him a letter from his father-in-law saying 

that under the altered condition of his 
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domestic affairs he found himself m a 
position to allow his only child five 
hundred a year. 

That evening, dinner being over (it 
was better served than usual, for cook, 
having made up her mind to leave, had 
also bethought her o( her "character"), 
and the time between that meal and bed 
hair spent, Harriet appeared to announce 
the delivery of a large parcel by the 
railway cart for which the master was 
requested to sign. 

The ceremony performed, Eglamore 
and his wife gazed upon the large wooden 
case introduced to their presence and 
placed against the wall, idty wondering 
what it contained. 

"You have been buying something you 
can't afford, naughty boy ! " Juliet affirmed. 

Not a ha'penny had he spent awaste 
since she had gone, he promised her. 
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She coaxed his hair approvingly for 
that. He was sitting on the carpet, his 
back propped against her knees, his hands 
clasped around his own. Good boy ! he 
must have saved quite a lot ! Had he 
won at Bridge too ? 

He had not touched a card since she 
left. 

" Not even with Susy — that good old 
fellow ? " 

" My respected aunt-in-law ? Ugh t 
How that woman contrived to set my 
teeth on edge of late ! " 

She bent delightedly over the smooth 
head on her knees. " I just want to 
whisper one little teeny word to you, 
Clarence. Only one. You won't be 
angry ? " 

"Whisper on, sweet." 

" I hate old Susy. And her great 
laugh ; and all her great brown teeth." 
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"Yes. And the way she slaps you on 
the back when your heart is breaking, 
and stamps on all your corns, and is so 
devilishly cheerful over your griefs. Con- 
found her— I hate her too ! " 

"Dear, dearest old boy!" She had 
to bend her lithe body double to lay 
her lips upon his head, but she did 
it. "Darling! Oh, you are a darling, 
Clarence. I do so most awfully love 
you." 

" I don't hate her so much as Sands, 
Juliet." 

"Don't you?" She sat upright then, 
very thoughtful. " Go and see what is in 
that great clumsy case," she told him. 
He was too comfortable to wish to move ; 
but she, with a child's curiosity over a 
parcel, urged him. 

"Oh, I know what it is," he said, 
straightening himself, having at length 
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examined the address. " It's nothing 
of much importance ; it'll keep, Juliet" 

A little added colour had come in his 
face. Juliet did not understand his em- 
bairassment She must have in the 
screw-driver, and, he refusing to help, 
must undo the case, not without damage 
to her hands, herself. 

The contents proved to be two 
pictures ; and as she lifted them out, 
she saw that they were the portraits — 
in a wonderful manner restored, the 
injury by the fender, the slits by the 
knife obliterated — of Clarence's father and 
mother. The same which used at one 
time to hang in those fireside niches 
which now Cousin Anna's copies from 
Landseer adorned. 

Juliet laid the pictures hastily on the 
table. On her face was a look as if 
ghosts, not portraits, had confronted her. 
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" Oh ! " she breathed, and looked from 
them to her husband and back to the 
portraits again. " Oh, Clarence." 

" Haven't they restored them well ? " 
Clarence asked. " They — they are going 
into my dressing-room, Juliet." 

"No!" Juliet said. 

She mounted a chair and took from 
its nook in the niche the copy of " Dignity 
and Impudence," dragged the chair across 
and pulled down the companion work of 
art from the companion recess. " Now 
give me, one at a time, the pictures," 
she said. 

He brought a portrait to her. " Let 
me do it for you, sweet," he said, very 
tenderly. But she would not allow it 

" I pulled them down. Let me hang 
them up," she said. 

So, he standing by, his arm about her 
knees to steady her on the chair, Juliet 
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hung the Eglamore portraits once more 
in their original positions. 

Which feat accomplished, her husband 
lifted her from the chair, and carried 
her, she laughing and clinging to him, 
upstairs to bed. 
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Ballot (Hart K. U). THE MINERS' 
GUIDE TO THE COAL MINES 
REGULATION ACTS. Cr.Sm. u.M. wf. 

'COMMERCEIN WAR. liimydtn. sii. 

JoDton tBca). S« Stwidud Ubnty. 



JnlUn (Ladbr) ol Norwich. REVSLA. 
TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Sdkmd W 
C«*ci Wauack. Cr.lrt. u t*l 
See "•■'''-1 TnuUtum. 
' LET YOUTH BUT KNOW; 



aJm Little Library, Stjodvd Libruy, uid 

E. de 5<lbcaun. 
KclilB(Jatink THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 

WitbKilntrgduclionuMlNQlE.byW.LocK, 

D.D.,Wud<:lio(KebleCollege. IlliutrKeil 

byK.AHHiKcIlELL. rUnlEdiluH. FM. 

Sm. y. M. : faddid mrractt, %i. S«klio 

Librkry D 1 Devotion. 
Koiofis (TXaaUB A}. THE IMITATION 



. IlluMl 



?y C M. Gi 



Kconedy (Bart.). THE GREEN 
SPHINX. Cr.ivi^ y.td.mtl. 
A Coioaiil Edition ii liiao publiihed. 

KMUMtrUuBM Kooslitaa), D.D., Aiut. 
Ml Leetmei in Divinity in Ibe UnivmilTof 
Dublin. ST. PAUL'S SECOND AND 
THIRD EPISTLES TO THE CORIN- 
THIANS, WiIhlniroduclion,Di»nru«ioat 
ind Notei. Cr. Sh. H. 

KMtslKJ. D.). THROUGH SHOT AND 
FLAME; Being the Adveptunt ud Ex- 
perience! of J. D. Kkstill, OupUia M 
GcDoil Chriimn de Wet. Cr. tot. 6r. 
A Colonial Edilioo 11 alw pabiiihtd. 

Klaiailai(C. W.l, M.A. THE CHEMIS- 
TRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. Illiu. 



(A. W.). See Ull>e IJbiuT. 
KIpHoE (Rudyard). BARRACK-ROOnI 

B ALLAJ^ JirJ_ TIUmtMmJ. Twntly 



,.. .. EdiHtm. Cr.trt. .-, 

A Colonial Edition it alto 

THE SEVEN SEAS. ' ■"' 



THE FIVE NATIONS, tiil 

SietKl Ediiitn. Cr. Bm. Si. 

A Colonial Edition ii alu publ 

DEPARTMENTAL Dimf S. 



1 puhlifcncd. 

'(ttU^Md. 7 



A Colomal Ediiinn U alu pablubad. 



^i^^/^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^% 



General Lh'erature 



„ \i mtrj), THE WORKS 

OF. EdiKd by £. V. Lucu. inaiDUed. 

iKSiMnVilmma. DimT%B». 71.tJ.uc*. 
THE LIFE OF. Sm E. V. Hic««. 

Sk ulso Litlle Library. 
Lambert (P. A, H.). S« LIuIe Gciidei. 
Lambni*(l>rotoaMr). Sec ByiutinE Tcxis. 
Lane-PaotafSliuilcy). A HISTORV OF 

EGVPTIKTHKMIDDLEAGKS. Fully 

liliulraltd. Cr. Bw. 61. 
L«lwbrldn(P.hM.A. BALLADSOFTHK 

BRAVE^: Poem, of Chi 



u(E.V.L THE LtFK OF aUXLSS 
LAMB. Wilh DDBwnHU PaitniU uvl 
IllutnlioBt. Tho^BMtitn, TwfVitt. 



t^t* 



inviT ItlnitjaiiDDi. of which so aie ia GriouT 
W HmuKT Maiskall. Fifth EiUUiu 



A CmuUucy. SiamdEMitn, 
tr. ore. a.. W. 

and SUndanl library. 
Ludi (Hauy). THE DUKE OF DEVON. 
SHIRE. A Blosraphy. Wllh ii Illuuia. 

A ColaDur EdilioD ii >!» publuhed. 

•Lb Bnl (AuMMe). THE LAND OF 

PARDONS. TruiUtcd by Fbahcu M. 






a. W. w(. 
LelirlilPBndnn. THE COMIC ENGLISH 
GKAUMAK. . Embellished. with upwudi 

Ldch. Put tS»'. iu. «A rwf. 
Lcwm(V. B.J, M.A. air and WATER. 

IlluiDUed. Cr.ins. v.6d. 
■Lewi* (Mr>. awnnV A CONCISE 

HANDBOOK OF GARDEN 

Llil((FoTtDD<ede)l 5eeLiitleB< 

UUIdbal«<H.). See Anlioiury'i Books. 
Lock (WalUr), D.D., Wuden of Keble 

Collen. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER. 

BUILDER. Saimd Bdltit*. Cr. SI'<^ 

THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE. 
Cf. to». 61. 
See k]» L^ulcn of Religiop mid Ubniy 



« Horaca). LettEIrs 

.F.MADE MERCHANT 

TO HIS SON. FturlnntkEdHitm. C>. 



. ^ IllnitjaliDru. 

AC^'onl^ Editir 
THE OPEN ROAD:. 

fuen. /fimlA EMi, 

India PBftr, 71. id. 
THE FRIENDLY TOWN : ■ Lliile Book 

f« Ihe Uihue. Srcaitd Ediliim. Ftrnf, 

tiiK. u.; /mdim Paftr, }t. 6d. 
Luclu. See CluiicJil Trmilnriom. 
LydelU W.), M.A. See Cornmerda] Seriei. 
Lydon(Noel5.). See Junior School BooIil 
Uytteltoamon. Mr*. A.). WOMEN AND 

THEIR WORK. Cr. 8w. •!. 6d. 
MM. HOW TO DRESS AND WHAT TO 

WEAR. Cr. er». ij. Mtl. 
Mnunlay (LordX CRITICAL AND HIS- 

TORiCAl ESSAYS. EdiledbyF.C.MoH- 

TAGUMjM.A. TkntVtltima. Cr.tot.iit. 
The only edidaa of ibii hooli compliiulv 



idpnUiBbfld. 
1 LiltleSaok lar Wa}>- 



M'Alka(J. B. B. 

Series. 
Mw:Ctdlocti <J. 



J, M.A. 






L ENGLAND DAYBY 



McDerni<itt(E. R.}. Se^Books on Bniineu. 

n-Dowall(A.5.). See Oifbid BioEraphiei. 

inackay(A. M.). SeeCburcbmui'iLibriry. 
I Hasoua (Laaric), M.A. A PRIMER OF 

WORDSWORTH, Cr. 8tw. u. M. 
' NUbaflyfJ. P.),Iin.D. A HISTORY OF 
THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES. 
Fully III ustriled. Cr.ivc. 61. 

MaltUiMKP.W.), LL.D., Dowpbig Pmremor 
of the Lm of Englimd in the U^vetHly ol 
Cambridge. CANON LAW IN ENC 
LAND. Rttal%in. 71. 6d. 

AUUea (H. B.j, M.A. ENGLISH RE- 
CORDS. A Compuion 10 the Hiuoiy of 
Eo^and. Cr. liw. «. W. 

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN : HIS RIGHTS 
AND DUTIES. TlurdEditin. Cr.fcv. 
II. &£ 

A SCHOOL HISTORY OF SURREY. 
mounted. Cr. int. 11. M. 

"judunt (E. C}, U.A., Fellm of Peier- 
booie. Cunbridse. A GREEK ANTHO- 
LOGY SicnJ EJitint. Cr.tvt. y.6it. 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



wTOuntiidn. THE SCmNT""'- 
STUDYOJSCENERY, ~ 



Marvell (Aodrew). 5« little Librur- 
■faueflcU LUobfl). SEA LIFE IN NEL- 
SON'S TIUE. Illuimal. Cr. S<«. 
31. 6J. ml. 
•ONTHE SPANISH MAIN. With Por- 

a' Coloniil Edition is alio poblishcd. 
IHMskeU (A.). 5« Connouueuc'i Uhnrr. 
NUnoCA. J.),D.D. Sec Leaden of Rcligiim. 
BUiMeCOaorn). THKEVOLUTION OK 

PLANTLIFEiLdWciForms. Uluimted. 

Cr. ivt. u. id. 
Muiioser (P.). Sn Sundird \jbarj. 
Mul«nun(C.P.a.XM.A. TENNV50N 

AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. Cr. 

81V. 61. 
■nUthe«>n(Hon, 6, F.). COUNSELS OF 

LIFE. Fiaf.ii^ u. &f. «/. 
M» (Pbll). THE PHIL MAY ALBUM. 

SanuiEJitin. 4M. 11. <ul. 
Mellows (EindM 5.). A SHORT STORY 

OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr. 

«w. jj.6rf. 
Methu«n (A. M. S.\ THE TRAGEDY 

OF SOUTH AFRICA. Cr. Siu. u. ml. 

AltiCr.ttit. y.ml. 
A ntriied arid enlvficd edition of the 






MtHoi'i ■ Peace 



EKC LAND'S ! 

JosiPM ChahbehlaIn, M.'P. Smi^EJi- 

lieu. Cr. Biv. yL Ml. 
Mklull {E. B.). THE ART AND PRAC- 
TICE OF HAWKING. With j Photo- 
(nivutei by G. E. Lodgi 



MILLAIS, Preiidi 



'hotiwraTu; 



U.60I 



jc Ron! Acadcir 
, of wbicb 3 ue 



iNa Illuinued. O 
Mima(CT.),U.LM.E. So feiibook* of 

TechikaloBif. 
MHlM (J. QA MA. A HISTORY OF 

ROIjJUt UCYFT. full* lUuunMd. 

CntW. Oh 



r Law 



PiiDled by hii liuc Canes. 
'cie Kt in Mtuick by Mr. 

le of H^^'ajeslits'l>[iM( 



ioOrdo- 



. -S*:, 



by Ruth 1 
Ihe Princu Anna in Fault Cborcb- 
Libniy Siandurd Libraij, 
X R. Peel 



MItton to. E.). JANE AUSTEN AND 

HER TIMES. With Duny Pottiails and 

lllutUadODs. Siamd Edilinit. Zfimrist. 

loi. 6d. lut. 

A Colonial Edition is kIh published. 

' Mall (A,).' See Bookt on Biuinea. 

Moir(D. M.}, Sec Little Ubraiy. 

mmty (L, a. Chlozu). RICHES AND 
POVERTY Sicend EdUin Dtmy ion. 

italstM. See a F. Pond. 



MaDn(H. e.). SeeE 
Morao (Ctarence Q. ). 
More (Sir Tbomai). 



,Q.s. 



Tbomai). See Slandaid Libnuy. 

Alorflll (W. R.), Uriel Collcee, Oxford. A 
HISTORYOFEUSSiA FROM PETER 
THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER II. 
WithMapsandnuiL Cr.%tv. v-bJ. 

Martch(R.J.l^laieof aifton Collese. See 

■MniriXJ.). THEMAKERSOFJAPAN. 
With many pnttraiu and Ilinsimisni. 
Dimyiii: rii.6d.nil. 
A Colonial Edition it alw published. 

MorrlKJ. e.). See Little Guides. 

MortOD (Mlu ADderaoD). See Miss Brad- 
rick. 

THE MOTOR YEAR. BOOK FOR iMt 
With many IIlusIiBtions and Diagranu. 

MauIc(n.C. a.), D.D.pLordBUhopof Dut- 



..'■ICMIIc«r<A). Seel.P.l. 
Ne*l(W.a.). SeeR.N. KalL 
Newnon(J.H.)uilotliera. Sh UbnjT 



llcklln rr.), M.A. EXAMINATION 
■ PAPERilkTKUCYDIDES. Cr, tx^. «. 

Ol). SIR WALTER 



■-^ >- — J 



General Litbratumi 



- ffii'W.). THE GREAT 

___:GB: Tb* lanmnot uul Fallof PcR 
Aitbor. IllnitnUd. O/ mj tet . ior.M.a<(. 

NMtbcoto (JuNsik R-A. ^HB CONVER- 
SATIONS OF James KORTHCOTE. 

R.A., AND JAftBS WARD. EdiMd br 
Eii«T tLKKHf- With mu7 Peitniu. 
Oimr Bw. loi. 6J. 

NormyfA. H.> NAPLES. Wiihij Col. 
eurdflUuitritionsbyMJiusia G»iFm- 
KjusH. AN<vEdilii» Cr. Boa b. 

Nwall*. THEDI3CIPLSSATSAI5AND 
OTHER FRAGMENTS. EJiltdbrMiB 



NATtmi IN EASTIRH VOKrOht. 

- ■ «^ 



I, Rotilci, tad 
^ fbnnd in lliat 

bguhood, villi > Bn et iht iptaa. 

II ILuamdau in colaur, b* k>ui>. 

SovnoAT*. Stctmd Eiliiiim. Cr. to*. 61. 
PcacockCN.). SceLitUcBociluaiiAn. 
PHTCa CE. H.X M.A. ANNALS OF 

CHRIST'S HOSPITAL. lUustnud. 

JJtmr Iktf. Jl. 6^. 
Pcd (RolMrtX u<l AUacbfa (H. C), M.A. 

OXFORD. Wiih i» lUouiUuu la 

Colour. Cr. 8t». tn. 

P^JSIdneyl, l>i 



Oiiiati<C V 



S« Laden of Rcligkui. 
T.b.h M.A., Fellow of All SoalV, 

.._ A HISTORY OF THE ART OF 

WAR. Vol. II.: The Middle Aio, fioin 
tbeFourtbtolheFouTteeaibCentury. lllua- 
tmted. Dtm), Sbb. 101. 6d. ml. 

OtOer (K, L.), D.D. See Hindboolu of 
Tbeoloer'nnd Laden of Rtligioo. 

Overton (J. H.). See Laden of Religloii. 

Owen (DodsIm). See BmIu on BuiiaeH. 

OilordfIVLN.\orCny'>HcK[dUil. AHAND- 



EFORU. SttHil 
d. 

See Cliuichaiu'i 



Peter* (J. P.), D.D. 

Petrte(W.M.FIlnden),D.CL.,LL.D.,Pni- 
fcBOt of EgyptologT ■! Univenily CallecE. 
A HISTORY OP EGYPT, pioh thi 



tnwd. /■ lix *"'» 



BOOl 
Cr.ht 



IJM. N,\of Guy' 
iK OF NURSII 






ING. 



. _-j« <W. C. C). THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. lUiulnled. Dtm^tiBO. iji. 

PalBcrtPredMlck). WITHKUROKIIN 
MANCHURIA. Illuitnted. Third 
Edililm. Dim) Btv. ;i. id. ml. 
A Colodiil Edition i< ■!» pabliihed. 

Pa^er (Ollbert). A LOVER'S DIARY. 

Perke* (A. K.). SMALL LESSONS ON 
GREAT TRUTHS. Fcaf.ipt. n.td. 

ParklDMinUohii). PARADISI IN SOLE 
PARADISUS TERRESTRIS, OR A 
GARDEN OF ALL SORTS OF PLEA- 
SANT FLOWERS. J'ulio. £t,*'-mt. 

PwBeoter (John). HELIO-TROPES, OR 
NEW POSIES FOR SUNDIALS, 1615. 
Edited by PuavAL Landoh. Quarti, 

Parmentler (Prol. Lmd). See ByBaline 



flCA- 
NTH 

-,- -_-, „,.iii.td. 

■a Luile Boofi oD ATI ud LP.L. 
PrntereonCW. R.XBenjimin Sirifl). LIFE'S 

QUESTIONINGS. Cr-.tvt. 31.id.mt. 

PMtorOTB(A. H.l. NOTES OF AN EAST 

COAST NATURALIST. IHuUrmled ia 

ColDwbrF. SooTHGATK. Sttmd Sdilitm. 



Pm 


msTcnic TiHU ti 






Fifth EaUitn. 








XVtIlTH 


'xi: 


* FlHrlk Edili^ 
KthtoXXXthDy. 





Voil V. RoitAM ten. j. G. MiLMi, U.A. 

VOU VI. ECTFT IH THE MIDDLE AcU. 

Stahutt Lahii' Pools, M.A. 
RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN 
ANCIENT EGYPT. lUourUed. Cr 



SYRIA AND 

EGYPTIAN TALES. 
TRAK Ellis. ' ~ 



GYPT, FROM THE TELL 
TABLETS. Cr. Bw. 31. id. 

"" iitnted by Tms- 

>/l(iwi. Cr. It*. 



EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE A 



lollluju 



, Cr.i 



. Sf. 



PIIIlUpitW.A.). See Oifonl Biof-pUe*- 
PfillllwtU (Eden). HY DEVON YEAR. 

With 38 liluilniioi.. by J. Lev Pitht- 

HniDCE. Sand and Citaftr Edilitu. 

LiTftCr.iM. it. 
UP ALONG AND DOWN ALONG. 

IlliuiTBted by Clause SiurrBuoa. 

Cr. tte. 5t ml. 

Plenaw (PhlUp}. WITH STEYN AND 

DE WET. Stand Edititm. Cr. *»*. 
31. id. 
A CalaidAl Editiga is sIhi publiihed. 

l>UrrfVfctarO.).ndWeltMI(P. W.>. A 
SCHOOL HISTORY OF MIDDLE- 
SEX. IDiBInled. Cr. In. u, M 

PlaM. Sh SDudud UbniT- 






Messes. Mbthusn's Cataxagub 



MMrtM. THB CAPTIVl. Bdlnd,'vllb 
■n Introdactiet, TutuI Ka(M, imd m Cem- 

CaUnCuilndfs. See Scbool ^nunhu- 

PacMk ONfw). A FRONTIERSMAN. 

ThtrdMJ'tbm. Cr. Id*. 6(. 

A Colaoial Edition ii >1k> puUubed. 

PMaMT* (PnuUa UODKRN SPISI- 

. TUALISM. 'Ak> Vtinut. Datf tM 

A HiUBrT HDil ■ CHticivB. 
l>Mr (J. iWkk La). A 
L£GIOMARY. Cr. «m. U. 
A CoIodU Edition ii ■IwDaWthed. 
'■•"•rd (Alice). Sec Link Boolu on Art. 
rd(A.W.X OLD PICTURE BOOKS, 
itntcd. DtKtf Is*. 71. U^ fK'. 

rt(BllnP.». SttLiiUcBoekioBAit. 

I'aUiefc (DaWO, H.I.N.A. S« Boolu on 



Stand EJil 

PnrBr (J. CCoBDor). THE MAKING 

OF AN ORATOR. Cr.fme. 6.. I 

Pndeaii (0.). A KKV TO THE T[ME ' 

ALLUSIONS IN THE DIVINE 

COMEDY. WUhiDiiL SmtUl inMrlt. \ 

Pnaoe<a.). See HilfCrown Librair. 
Prcw»tl(0. I->. ABOUT MUSIC, AND 
WHAT IX IS MADK OF. Cr. Sew. 1 



X)FMEirr. Cn 



»,Ba%.\ SmLP.L. 



tSsTORY OF"~£OMERSaTSHIRt 

UluWTUed. Cr. fe*. II. 6J. 
AK-iPmtty. Seel.P-I. 
RMMa(W.), M.A. SaS.q.S. 

ud Inn Walk io Cunbndse,' etc 
ROYAL AND HISTORIC GLOVES 
AND ANCIENT SHOES. Pioluel; 
IlllumtediDcalaaiudhalf.leB*. QtmrU, 

RmfoUi. SecLinleGiJkrH*. 
•UodnfW.B.). ASCHOOLHISTORV 

OP LANCASHIRE. IlloMnted. Cr.tet. 

u.td. 

.. . . C-CChMIKT. 

>^ Lord Bulup of 
DEI. Tba Bui^oa 

, ^ M.A., Fcllov of All 

Souli' Colle(f, Oiford, EiuDiaer in [be 
HoDoun Schnol ef Modem Hiitory, Oxford, 
i9oi.ioc*SF,LECT STATUTES, CASES, 
AND CONSTITUTIONAL DOCU- 
MENTS, iKo-iSja. Dimr ivf. loi. SJ. 

RobertMa (C. Qnat) ud Baitbotonnr 
U. Q.X F.R.5.E., F.R-G.S. A HIS. 
TORICAL AND MODERN ATLAS OF 
THE URITISU EMPIRE. DimfQttarlt. 

Ro^^rt^ (Sir Q. &.\ K.CS1. See 

Hilf-Cron'n Libnuy. 
RobtawnCA. W.), M.A. See Cbuccbou'i 



e.L See( 



Cr. 



I (Debonb). A MODERN 

BCEOTIA. Cr. hv. 61. 

Pnvtn uid KowInndKn. THE MICRO- 
COSM OF LONDON, Dir LoHDOH IN 
MlHIATUII. With lot Illuinciani in 
colout. /- Thru Vilumu. Small 4M. 
£i, yi. mtl. 

'Q'(A.T.QBlIlerC«DChX S«e MnIf-CTom 

QMVado Vmenu. 5« MiniatareLibruy. 
a.R. uid B.ST^HE WOODHOUSE COR- 
RESPONDENCE. Cr. IM. it. 
A ColofluJ Edition it »l>o pabUibed. 

CoAmentejies. 
Ra^alab (B, W.X D.D. Sua Ijbniy of 

Ranme fp. W.l M.A. A STITOENrS 
HISTORY OP SCOTLAND. Cr. i». 
V.td. 



^^^.) 



SJL 



. S.X See Connoiuear^ Lifacwy. 
tldfUi). See Little Lllsaiy. 

Rddwell (a.\ B.A. NEW TESTAMENT 
GREEK. ACosne for BcEin^ien. With 
1 PiefKe by Wuraii Lock, D.D., Wuden 
of Xtble CeUeie. Fcaf. ivt. 31. U. 

RoafPnd). ANCIENT COFFERS AND 
CUPBOARDS: Tkeir Hisory mni De- 
■oiption. lllL.«r.ted. QmarH. £,, 3,. mii. 

OLD OAK FURNITURE. Wiib nuny 
IlhutKLtianf by the Anlkot, iBcIudsif ■ 
frontispiece in colour. i^rw^j^Stra. lOi. C^ 



'*'8S'o. 



(A. a L.). U.A. Sea Boak. • 



Sm ■]» Little Goidn. 



General Literature 



Rm> CEdWWA TUB ROSE SKADKR. 
HhmnUd, Cr. Bw. a>. M Ali, in 
Parlt. Parli /. *mJ II. id. tack ; Pt 
III. id.; ParllV.iBd. 

*8<Mue (W. K. DA WORDS OF THE 
ANCIENT WISE: Tboujhl. fmn> Epic 
leCIU unci Umichs . AurelEui. Editsd \j. 

RttwBtiwrjMlIM). THE [UPBRIA] 
DRUG TRADE. Smml Editit 



le(A. I 



,). D.D. S« J< 

THE UFE 01 



RumB (W. Ctarii% 

ADMIRAL LORD 

With Illaunitioni by 

F»vth BdiHrn. Cr. Srw. 
A ColoniBi Editliin ualupabliitwd 
8t.Aiidenb See Libiu; or Devation. 
St. AOfutlBe. S« Libmr of DmHiiin. 
St. Cyrw (VlKMnt). " - - . "■ 

St-.FnncIi of Aiali 

•SiUd'*(fi. 



■ (St. I 



S« Oifoid Bio- 
lalal. See StuiiUrd 
REGINALD. Smmd 
Aai. See Libniy of 



jttle Gnu! 



R SCHOOL. . . . 

Dhuji Siv. ;(. 6d. 
SatbuCC). SeeBi'onlineTeiu. 
ScllBlttUolui). See BvEiDlme TeKi. 
Scott (A. M.> WINSTON SPENCER 

CHURCHILL With Ponniiu ud lltin- 

mtioni. Cr. tw, jt. 6d. 
A Colonial Bdition is mbo pnblbbecL 
Sceley(l1. 0.), F.R.S. DRAGONSOFTHE 

AIR. Illmtnted. Cr. 8m. fit. 
■Sellocoart IB. d*> A DAY BOOK OF 

KEATS. Peat. &a. V. id. mi. 
Sell* (V. P.h M.A. Tl^ MECHANICS 

OF DAILY LIFE. Illuitnttd. Cr. «tv. 

,. t^ 

% (Bdmi 



<J. H.). ANECDOTES OF 

SOLDIERS. Cr. Bcp. ji. 6.^. k/. 






liDgh Pl*r& Edited 



HAMLET. Edited by Edwud Domm, 
ROMEO AND JULIET. K<Ut>d bf Bdwus 



; TEMPEST. Ediwd \>j Mmbtm 

,__JELLO. Editad 
TITUS ANDRONK 

CVMBELINE. Edited 

H, C. H: 



OF WINDSOR. 

by H, C. HiRT. 

MIDSUMMER NIGHTS DREAM, 
Edited by H. CnHIRCHAH. 
__[NC HENRY V. Edited' 
ALL'S WELL THAT 1 

Edited by W. O. Biicitocxe. 
THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. 

Edited by R. Waiwice Bono. 
TIMOK OF ATHENS. Edited by K. 



•TWELFTH NIGHT. Edited by Mouktuh 

Luck. 
THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. Edited 

by C. Khox Poolei. 
■TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. Edited by 

K. DuGH-rvH. 
Tte Little Qurta ShaksapMr*. Edited 

by W. J, CiutQ. With iBtroductiau end 



Moboeuiy Re>olviD| Book Cue. loi. hI. 
S« el» Standard Library. 
Shwp (A.). VICTORIAN POETS. Cr. 



Sbedldck {^. 5.) 



hellev (Percy B.}. ADONAIS ; u Elecy 
on the death oC Jolin K«li, Auhei of 
' EEtdyinioii/ etc V\tM. From tbe type* of 

(H. P.), H.A. See S. Buing. 



(ArtharXM.A. S«S.Q.S. 
Shlpiev (Mary B.). AN ERCLISH 

CHURCH HISTORY FOR CHILD. 



. jc by tbe Biihop ol 

IVith Man and IlliucntiaiH. 

■J. id. ml. 



SIchel (Walter). DISRAELI : A Study 
inPeriDnelityandldtK. With ] PoiUaid, 
Dimyiai. i7r.6d.iut. 

AColonial Edition liabe peblnb*!. . 

See itv> Oilord Bufrijj^i. 
Be(J.). SaiLittlaBooksoiiAn. 



Mbssks. Mbthuen's Catalogue 



CUARDI. 

SkMch^'m^B. D.). S« litU* Book* a 

BUptoa (H. P. K.). Sh Liiik Boeki d 

i^m). SICILY; Th* N.- 
E(t. Wiihoxmlllmtnitiaiu 



lo Fbyuognpli)'- 

'- -d*^ a.). S« Lillli 

I (Adiui). TH" 

NATIONS. SdiMd 



THE WEALTH OF 

..Md with u ~ 
roui by Eul 



n Introdncii 

, _.wibC»i 

M.A. Tvr »rlMmn. DtiKf Bh. 

Sc* alio Enflitb Lftnrr. 
Mdth (Haraca aod Jbibm). S«c 

S^tb (H. Bonu>, M.A. A N 
JUNIOR ARITHMETIC Crrv, 
U.6./. 



SBlth (R. Modl^ 



■Ith (Ndwi 



DAV. 



lUC). s« 



Woidsv 



^ BOOK FOR 



h (J ^ 

RAINV DAY:OrRi 

(DUof th< Vitui i7£6-iS:i3. Edited by 
LTUD Wkittin. ll]iutral«d. Z'imj' 
I III. 6dL ur. 
(P. J.). A BOOK OF EXMOOR. 



. Cr.ivt. 

E.l. AHANUKUIUESTOr 

BRITISH HISTORY. Dimyiot. ,». 6a!. 
~ iMClM. SctCluiicilTniuUiioni. 
nt{L.A.). S«Ionior School BocAi. 
A(WUtaaB.XIrf-A. Sec JunUn Scbeol 

SoaUiay (R.). ENGLISH SEAMEN. 
EdltEd by David Hahhav. 

VoL I. (Howud, aWord, Hawkini, 
Dnke, Cinndiib). Smnd £Mti*n. Cr. 
In>. 6i. 

VoL II. (Richud Haokliu, Gtoinllt, 
Eki, AodRaliiKli). Cr. s». 6i. 
S« ktu Suadard Libruy. 
SpMMCC. H.XM.A. S« School Eiamina- 

ii« Sbik. 
SpMMT (W. A.), M.A. Sh Lud«<i of 

Rdicioii. 
•Stal»(edKWBbe). THE GUILDS OF 
FLORENCE. IlluMrattd. Xi-toI Bn>. 

'" " ttH. W.), B.D. S« Library of 

' GOLF DCS AND DONT'S. 
immt mitin. Fmt. imt. i(. 
StMi(D.W.). S« O. CdJabM. 



FIRST LATIN READER. Willi Nota 
■dapwd to ths Shuns Latin Primer and 
Vocabulary. SUlk EiiHiurtvlud. iBau. 



BXKMPLA LATINA. Tint \ 



ON THE 

SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND 
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. Wiih 
Vocabulary. Tinik mwi CluMftr SJitam. 



THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE : 
Rulo and Exerciia. Sarmi BJititH, 
Cr. itt, i$- ^, With VDCabnlary. ai. 

NOT AN DA QUAEDAM : Minilueoui 
Lilin EMi^ei on Coimdoii Ruin — ■ 



..'■%,.•; 



STEPS TO GREEK. Satmd EJiUtn, n 



GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION. Ananied aci«dinE to Snb- 
jeclt. Fmrlk KdiUfK. FcMf. trt. ii. &/. 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS. 
For tb< UK of Sdiooli. With Introduc- 
tion, Notes, and Vocatwlatr- FrwrtA 
EJilitn. Feap. Bn>. ti. tJ. 

STEPS TO FRENCH. Smmtk F£tiim, 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. SnaHkEM. 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION, - " 

(in, miiui. Fiaf. 8i 



..S!' ■ 



General Literature 



EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX. Wilh VcMbn- 
iMTf. Fimrti Editie%. Cr. tart. ai. 6d. 
K(V. _u.iu(. 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION: AmasEd laxi^Bg tn Sub- 
jtcu. TtKl/H Edll°en._ Fcaf. iva. ii. 

Steel "cR. BUIoin), M.A^ f!c.s'"*'tHE 
WORLD OF SCIENCE, Wiih .47 

Sec aim Scbool Eum[nii<ian Scrici. 

— ■, of Ibo Techoiul CoUm*, 

SadduiU (P.) of tie 

• «lt. ORNAMEN- 

ENFABRI"~ 

TAird EdU 



a (C.j, of Iba Tecbi 

-i Colleg., _. .. 

TAL DESIGN FORWOVENFABRICS. 



t College, 
_ JSIGN FO,- 



FAITH. Cr. 8m. y. M. 
Sterne ( Lanrence). Sa Liille libniy. 
SUrry (W.). M.A. ANNALS OF ETON 

COLLEGE. llluBtrued. eimrivs. 11.M. 
~ berln^ BY ALLAN 

,- U) THi 

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO 
-"S FAMILY AND FRIENDS. 

Kted mil Edilcd by SiDKlV CoLvih. 

■lAEdilum. Cr.Szv. lu. 

. Clonijil Edilion II .UapubliiiBl,' 

L LETTERS, Wiib u Etcbed 

PortTMl by WiLuAH SimiHO. FiflA 
£JilioM. Cr. e«>. Bi ■ 



..._ I.). FROM SARANAC 

TO THE MARQUESAS. Being I.euen 



, B.A. HOURS WITH 
From ibe truiluion of ~ 

and P, A. MoTTEUK. ' 

in Phologiavure. Cr. B». 3J 

5^M (S. J.). POEM^ AMD HVMNS. 
Wilh ■ Alcmoir by F. G. Ellektoh, 
M.A. Witb Pculrul. Cr. Sea. 6t. 

Storr (Vernon P.), M.A., Lectnm in 
Iba Philoupby ot Religion id Cambridee 
Univenitv; Eumimug Chapbin (o tit 
Archbiibop of Cuitvibyry; ibnnerlv Fekiov 
ofUQiveKrrcCoUeM,0.fort. DEVELOP- 
MENT AND DIVINE PURPOSE Cr. 

StnUur (F.). ' Sea Booki on Buineii. 



Streue (A. W.), D,D. See Omcdmiaii'* 

Bible. 
Stroad (K.X D-Sc, M.A. See T*xtl>ooki of 

Str^°'oiiw«h). THE SPORTS AND 
PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF 

ENGLAND. Ilhinraied by BUoy amy 
• " ABUtsCax, LUD., 



l«dbyJ.C 



:(Ce|it. Dmu.-, 

1>ERSIA. WlHiaMan. Cr. Bm &i. 

5turchCP.).,SlBff Iniiniciu ta the SorTey 

County CouDdl. MANUAL TRAINING, 

DRAWING (WOODWORK). Il> Prin- 

Examination Quettioot,' iBoi.igos. Onbo- 

grapbic. Itomeliic and Oblique Projeclion. 
Witb u Plate* and 140 Figurei. Fetlicaf^ 

SacicUne (Sir Jahn). FKACMENTA 
AUREA: a Colleciion at all ibe Incom- 
puabia Feccei,wrilteii by. Ajld pdblilfaJed 
by a frieod Co perpetuate hu memory* 
Printed by bii own copiei. 

IN^n« A^ia St.'pjiu'l^'Cbiiicb^, ztiS. 
Suddarill (P.). Sea C. Stephenion. 
SurtBes(R.S.}. Setl.P.L. 
Swilt (Jdoathu). THE JOURNAL TO 

STELLA. Edited by G. A. Aituh, Cr. 



SympHm(E. M.), M.A., M.D. SceAiideiit 

Syren (NetU). See Liiile Blue Booki. 
T^cltu. AGRICOLA. With Iiitioduction 
Naie., Map, eig. By R. F. Divia, M.A., 

GERMANIA. B* the une Editor. Fcsf. 

Bdd. v. See (Uo Clauicat TrvuUlialll. 
Tal[ack(W.). HOWARDLETTERS AND 

MEMORIES. ~ - -. - 



JESUr 

Taylor (A. B. 
Ml 



THE ELEMENTS OF 



ETAPHYSICS. .DiwBw, 



TeylQr(F.a.\ 

- ■ ir(l. kS. 

ir tr. M. 

. cius a 

_.1TUT10^.__ 

HISTORY OF HOME. Cr 



^ni^I^ISniaa. 
CON. 



HQ(Allred, Lord). THE EARLY 



IN MEMORIAM, MAUD, AND THE 
PRINCESS. Edited by J. CHbrroM 
CoLLiHs. M.A. Cr. tn. if. See alw 
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lUu^kUd. SttrmJSJ.KrBiM^. Cr.tipi. 

'nuapMa(A. H,> 5M Uitla Gotdu. 
ntartMKManrWT}. DAILV STSENGTH 

■taS. DAILY HSEDS. rmMASJitin. 

»f€dBim,6iu. m..6J.iiil. Abou^dJUiw 

Is Bpnler biBdinc, <Sii> 
T»1lllTBI (H. wo, F.H.aS. Sm Ultla 

Tnndwv (R. P-X A DAY BOOK OF 

HILTON. EdiMd by. ftrnf-tirt. ji.fiat 

TownlBv (Lad* SB«aB). KY CHINESE 
NOTB-BOOK Wiib i< lUutruiou ud 
■ llipt. Thi^EHHau. Dfm^hB*. lor. 

obU EdiliDn Ii uln pnblkhed. 



Soil 



SifoTdl 



a'is 



Tmtcb Werbert). DEIRI 

TraVtib«B(<LJK.X FellotrafTiitdMCoUtEB, 
CunEridg*. ENGIJVND UNDER THE 
STUARTS. WithMnp.indPluu, Stend 
Sdititn. DtmrtBt. ioi.6d. nrl. 

Tmiflieck(a. B.). S« littl* Gaida. 

tyiw (B. A.), B.A.. F.C.S. S« Junior 
SctlwlBoglu. 

IVell-aill (prance*). S« Linic 'Boaia on 

COLFt 

AColoniJE. 



Waddan{CoLL.A.\LL.D.,C.B. LHASA 
ANDITSMVSTERIES. Wiih ■ Record 
eflheEipediliou of itaj-i«>4. WilbKOD 
lUutiuiw »id H>i>L ^i^!;;/ ta». ii>. 



Wataer<IHalisrdX Sea A. L. Oaihei. 

WbIIU. CV DEVILS. llliuliUEdhvtb 

Author mod rrom phmiigraphl. J}rmy t^ 



Da>.S.V>B>. ONOOMHAKDa 

With PortMit. Cr.te*. 31. 6A 
A ColotiUI BdSHoB ia ■!» pnbllihed. 



DANTE, chitfly In 

of BEKVDinTODA iHOLh With an iMn- 
duciioo by tb« Rn, Dr. Uoon. In Two 
Voluno. Stemd Eiittim. Cr.tt*. iji. 



SIMPLE- HI 



ffllra. ARren. WITH TRK 
lEARTED: Uttle Homilia to 



ea in Cotuniy n 



. S« abo Liltla 



Small Ptft fc 

Wirtbviwwl (T. CI, M-A. EXAUINA. 
TION PAPERS IN HORACE. O.ln. 

M. See ilio Junior EaminuionSeriei. 
Webb (W. TA S« LiiiLc Blue Hooki. 
W*bbc>T(P. C.). S« TextbookaarTacbwi. 

W^' (SUiHT H.). Sm Twbooki irf 

WtiU(J .j,H.A.,FanovuidTDtoi oFWadluui 
Colltes. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
life: Third Edilitn. Cr. 8m. ji. id. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Sixth 
EdUitn. WithiMipL Cr. Bw. 31.6^ 
Sm alio Ultls Giiida. 

'WeatnltiMcr OaxetU' OIKoB B«r 
(PnincI* Brawn). THE DOINGS OV 
ARTHUR. Cr. 41M. Mt.tid.nte. 

WBtmors (nam C.> THE LAST OF 

THE GBEAT SCOUTS (•Buff.lo BflfX 

Illnitnlcd. SctimdSdIlitii. Dtmjitet. 6t. 

A Colanial Edition it ■!» pDbiiibcd. 

WUbhvCC). S« Half-crem Libnry. 

Wtalbtor (L.h H.A., Fanow of Feabraka 
College, Cwibridce. GREEK OLIGAR. 
CKIES : THEIR ORGAMISATIOK 
AND CHARACTER. Cr. Bm. &i. 

(O. n.\ M.A. Sat CboRbmu-i 



Wbltajailtwrt). 



>(ain«rt). THE NATURAL 
___JTORYOF SELBORNE, F^ditedby 
L. C-MiALL, r.R.S., nulled by V. Wahim 
Fowler, M.A. Cr. tet. 61, Saa ilu 
Sludard Librmry. 
WUtneliKE. E.l See CoRunerdil Serial. 
WUtebaid (A. W.> GAEPARDDE 
""LIONY. IHiunied. DimtUv. 
._. W. nil. 
Whiteley (R. UoyA, F.I.C, PriadpiJ of 
' the Municipal Science School, Walt Snm- 
wich, AN ELEMENTARY TKXT- 
I BOOK OF INORGANIC CHEMISTRY. 
, Cr. Bev. u. 6d. 
WfaltlaT {Mill). SeeS.Q.S. 
' Wbltten(W.l, SeeJoboThomMSnlth, 
W1iyto(A. a.), n.Sc. SaaBoakionBndnuK 
Wllbcrfwcc (WIlttM). Sea Lit«e Boola 

Wllde (Oku-). DE PSOFCNDIS. SltlJI 
EditiKi. Cr. Set. u. ml. 
' A Colonnl EditloB ia aln psblldiad. 



General Utbraturv 



^^S^.^^y^f- .^S^-"^- C. S»rTii, FtUow of W" CoU™^ priori, 

IS<M.0.). 5« Andint ClIiM. , Im faurVtluMmi. i>«-» 8e« XiT-** 



a (W.X B.A. 5« J( 
> S«iHi, Jiuloi Sduol B 

_,. -1 Booki 

WmnCBaeUu). LORDSTR 



^"^ *" I Wwdnrartb (W.) unl Cotartdc* (S 



. S^-SiS.r;.d W'}<W(Art*.r). M.A., |,II«ol 

r't Books. dtlle*c. Camtw\AwK. ?t^ Uu 



CONA: ib« Starr of hb lit*. Illuiinicd. 

u; 

■lUdiiwafailtanblbboiL I 

A TuiTboS oTbiJo Hiai fo- LA^IKS FOT REPETITION. J 

Middle Fot "'*" " " "- '^^■ 



ACdim^U. 

WltaNt-B«tM 

EUROPE, a 

A Tui.book 

THE ANCIENT WORLD, WiibM.uand ' *!™^ tQjfO* «•)• 'Fofc"" s* ^^^ 
lUuiOEtioiii. Cr tvr. u M. I lo !*• UniwfBiy of Tsrgaio. THE 

S™mJH.BcsinnertB»kt KARL OF KLGIH. IIluUntBL ZJn-r 

WlboaCBlihop.). S«IihruTorDevo(ion. ^"^ -'',■ *^rS.'i. - - , .,■>.. 

WIUontA. J.}. SHBoakiwBuiMN. ACoboal EditKjn i..1jo pnbluhtd. 

WllMa(H. A.). S«Boo)isaDBusiiim. Wyatt(KBla) and Qlou (M.X A BOOK 

WUtoa (RIclurd), M.A. LYRA PAS- OF ENGLISH GARDENS. Witb 14 
TORALISrSoniiofNiiurc, (^orcb, ud ' llhinrUloDi In CdIqut. Z>»v<<v. loi.fii. 



LATIN HEXAMBTE] 
■ n. 6-. 



CoapoBtion. CV. Stv. }f. M K(t, 
«^^(B. C A.J.D.Sc.P.R.9. SecAnli. 



p lud ■ Poiuait. Am^ aw. 



n ud NoHL ,S^ iHk^Avcit- 



IRISH VERS 



.__,.-. _.„ AN ANTHOLOGY OF 
eiibwki of IRISH VERSE. Rniittd mmd Etdarfi 



TichnoloirT. BdiHnt. Cr. g», ji. iii. 

WiMtf (J. HldosiT). DANLENO. Illiu- Y««ic(PtUaa). THE COMPLETE 

auti. riurd BJititm. Cr.itt. Si. MOTORIST. With ijl IHvitntiou 

AColoaij>l£ditioBi>>J»inib1iibcd. Fffih EiKll^i. i>n>r Ban lu.Af.iuA 

Wood (W. BlrkbKlO. M.A., UK Scholuor A Cnlonr.l Edison Ii >!» faVB^miT 

WomiterCollHC, Oiftml, ud B4mBMli I VmuwVT. M.). THE AMBKICAN 
(AUJor J. BA R.E., I1lA.Q.-M.C. A I COTTON INDUSTRY: A Sfadj ol 
HISTORY OF THg CIVllTwAR IN WotV und Wnkcra. Cr.lH. CMk, (r.U: 
THB UNITED STATES. Wiib unl Ja*iriaarii,M.6J. 
iDttDductioD by n. Sniiiu WtLKiKH". ' Ztemcni (AntoBU). WHAT DO WE 
With t4 lUp» and PUm. Otm, Sk KNOW CONCERNING ELECTRl- 
iu.Sd.iiit- CITV1 ycMf.tn. it.iJ.iul, 

Anoint OitiM 

GanenU Bdiw, a C. A. WINDLB, D.Sc. F.R.& 

Cr. 8«. 4J. 6d. Htl. 

Chietkk. BVB.C.A. WiDdlo,D.Sc F.R.S.I •Eduudkh. Bjt H. O. WISUMD. tltafti 

lliiMtnud by E. H. Nn. tntcd by Herbert lUUton. 

Suuvwiay. By T. Aadm, ILA., P.S.A. | 'Lihcolv^^^ !!L^i^^' ^!V*"- ■'.A., 



tllBUraled. M.IX 
unv. ByJ.C.CM,LI.D.,r.&A. ■Bun«i 
■■ ' by E. 



lilMMUd by t, H-lfn 
L ByjUMBun^y. 
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AotiiinarT's Boob, The 

Oeaeral Editor, J. CHARLES COX, LL.D., F.S.A. 
a of Tolinnes dealing with various braacbes ot EDglish Antiquiltes ; 
"—--^—-'— "Lnd popular^ as well as accurate ana scholarly^ 
Dtmj 8iv. ^s. id. ml. 



SaGuiK HoHAtnc Lifi. By the Right 
Rot. Abbot Cucjuct, O.S B. IlLuiDmlEd. 
TkiniEdiHm. 

RUIAIH) OF THK FUHUTOHIC ACl IN 
£lICLAIID. By B. C A. WiwUe, D.St. 



Old Suvicb Booki of thx Encij9h 
CHt»CK. By Chriitopher Wmiiwoiili, 
H.A, and Henry Linkhala. Witb 
Calooitd and other Illnitiatiau. 

CiLTIC Art. By J. Roinitiy AlLen, F.S.A. 



C Oh, LL.D., F.S.A llliutiaced. 



•SK*tB. ByJ. HaneyBl 



■J, C Wall 

Br J. 



Begiimer's Books, The 

Edited by W. WILLIAMSON, B.A. 



East Fantoi Rmnira. By Hmi 



Cast Dictation and Sfuxinc By W. 
WilUnmHp, B.A Ftanh SJiHtm. Fcaf. 



Business, Books on 



Cr. 81 



I. &£ » 



A seriei or volumes dealing with all the most important aspects of commercial bimI 
Gundal activity. The volumes are intended to treat separately all the considerable 
industiies and lormi of business, and to eiplaio accurately and clearly what they da 
and how they do it. Some are illustrated. Ttie £nl volumes are — 

roHOBiLC iHDU^Tir. By G. de K. 

AND HlNIHd iRVESTHIHTt. By 



™*^",° 


Docks. 

ByE.R 


By Douglu Owen. 
McDennoll. 
GC By Chu. Dosuid 


a.Bmi 




■AHCa. 


By A. J 


« EiicmiCAL 
Traction, and Po 

asc 


™ 


'lyA 


^^;t 






ini^. By DaviJ 
F. Strilis. 



MonomtiEs. 
F. W. Hir, 



}ian oT tfaa Faculty 
Jsimiity of Ua>- 

By Enul Atm. 



General Literatdrb at 

Byauitliw Texts 

EdiledbrJ, B. BURY, M.A.. LUt.D. 
a of tdU of Byunlioe Hitlorinns, ediled by English and forcigD scholan. 
""""-""" t PiKiJ.u>. Bdiud by C 

iiu. BdJMd by PiBf—g 

^3»MomA. EdiudbyJohD 

i«.6^.r. - - . - - .-- 

Oliarchman's Bible, The 

General Editor. J. H. BURN, RD„ F.R.S-E. 

A Slaves of EipoiJIioDs on itM Books of the Bible, which will be a( service to tbe 
general reader in Ihe practical and devDIionai siudy of the Sacred Text. 

Each Book is provided with a full and clear Iniroductory Section, in wbicb it 
stated what is known or conjectured respecting the date and occasion of the com- 
posilioD of the Book, and any other part iculan that may help Id elucidate iti mtmntng 
as a whole. The Exposition is divided into sections Of a convenient length, cone- 
sponding aa far as possible with the divisions of the Church Leetionary. Tba 
Translation of the Authorised Version is printed in full, nich corrections ai an 
deemed necessary being placed in footnotes. 
Thk ErISTLB or St. Paul the ArosTLi 
. Edited by A. W. Rot 



Biui. D.D 



Edited by A 



H. W. Fulfonl, M.A. Fa^ H 

Isaiah, Ediled by W. E. Bamo, D.D. Tin 
Virlamii. Ftmf. iltt. u. tut Mck. Whk 



OhoicluaaJi'B Libnir, The 

Geoeral Editor.J. H. BURN, B.D.,F.R.S.E. 



f TnTAUiKT PaoBuMi. By 

,,». ni h'..™- H«a Awi) HMa- 
ItcFbotbvn, M.A., 



B-Sc^LuS. Cr°Bw. 

THB Wo.KHAHSHir OF ■- 

Its Lilcniy and Liiurfical Aspects. By J. 
Dowdcn, D.D. StfmA EJHic- "- '— 



II. 6£ 



.=!^ 



1^ F. B. JtvDu, M.A., Ult.D 

HaHKwSCHOUkl' 

.D. Cr. IM. «>. 

" OLiTTmAHiiiT ByXVui^.aA. 

Cr. an. }i. Ml 
The CHimCH or Chust. By E. T. Gn«, 

U.A. Cr.tH. Si. 
CourAiATiva Thulogt. By J. A. Hv 

Cnltech. Cr.iv*. «i. 



OlMsical Tnuudatioiu 

Edited b7 H. F. Pox, M.A.. Fellow and Tutor of KaMHOMCoDege, Oxford. 
Crgvnt Sin). 

A series of Tranilalioni from the Oredt and lAtin Clasiici. diningniibed lyyliteiBcy 
eiceltence as well as by scholarly acctuacy. 
AscuvLus— AcwnauMii, OnnihonK, En. I Cu:ho— Selocl Onlloiu (fia UDsoc, Pro 

ownldo. TrueUted In' Luni Cuuibell, MunDo, PtulipiK ii., in CatOIiiui}. Tiaii*- 

I.i:,D. 5). Utad bv^lL £. D. BlaUuen, ILA. <i. 
Cicno— Da OnisR I. Tnosiatad by E. K. Ciatao~D« Naism Disi^ " '' 

P. Moor, ILA. y. U > F. Bnokr, H.A. ji. M 
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CurniCAt. TUMiLATraHS— cMd'iniaA 



HoKAOi — Hh Odd ind Epodta. Tfauliicd 



EI (Micrinn, Icum-Wi- 



OonuoarcUl SeriM 

Bdhed b; H. di B. GtBBlNS. UttD.. M.A. 

kIbiI to BKiit EtudcDti uid youii£ mi 
ipljisg useful haodbooki of a deai oi 
ItecW which vc kbwlutel; etatatial in i 



I preparioc for a ootaiwrtM 



COMMI 



By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. s». 

intftoB u Methixn'i Conngrcial 

SevKi tTCKIJH the queuun of Conrnempl 
Edncuion fully from bolh Ihc pasat afview 
of lb4Iaacbar uidoftbcp&rvnL 

bmsH COMMEKCI AKD COUJHIXS FBOU 

Eluabith to VicTosi*. By H. dc B. 
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B.Gibhii) 
ij.M. 

ATJIh Vocibutary. »- 

By U W. Ly<t«, U.A 

Hatiohs. By F. C. E 
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Edited by E. C. S. Gibua, 

Edited -bj J, W. 



Tiia Ti . 
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and Ciuon H. C BeeehlBg, U.A. 
Tita iHHm Wat. By J. Tlidcr. Edited by 

A.W.HiilKm,U.:- 



TnaT 



S. JTemm, M.A- 
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Thb GosrBL AccoREiHO TO St. Luit«. 
an IntroduLlian and Norn by V 
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CuQlfliCaeorsi). SELECTIONS FROM 
■"■■=■ 'TTI-JACOBIN; with Gkokce 
" ■ ■ " ~ Edited by 



LocknCP.). LONDON LYRICS Edited 
fay A. D. GopLKV, M.A. A reDriDt of the 
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ANGLER. Ed' 
WatarhtMU* (MrL _„ 

BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. Edited 

hv. EirUkEdilitn. 
...JawMturW.). SELECTIONS FROM 

WORDSWORTH. ~ 

C. Skith. 
Vordawortli (W.) und Celerldn (S. T.). 

LYRICAL BALLADS. KibudbfOBgaM 

Samtson. 



. Edited by I. BiicHAK. 

a (Mri. Artrid). A LIT11.E 



Edited by Nowau, 
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HlBiatan XiilsuT 



.. Dlidotuc BB Ysnlli. By 

Edwifd FriiGcnId. Tiam the sdiltaajwk 
iBhed by W. Kckcrinc in iSci. Ji*my 

Folohidb: or Wiie San ud Uodoa In- 
■taoco. By Edwud FiaGenld. Fioni 
the edition publiihtd by W. Pickeriog in 



ri» Lira or Edvakd, Loid Hbvh 
CimaucT. Wrhics by huuelf. 
tbe cdldoo priat«d al St/awbcnrr ] 
lh« jtti IJ64. MuUmm itmm, Z< 

he' Visions or Don Frahc 
ViLLiGAS, Knicht of tb* 
Jams. MxlTeniliili by R 
ediiion prinlcd for H. Her 



Tin RnajliTXT or Oxjut KHanilM. 
Bdwai4 FIuGmld. Frcni i)h at id 
oflSjg, TUr^SJillan. LtatJur, u. • 

Oxford KognvhleB 

Feap. 81W. Bach volume, elotk, 21. bd. rut ; Itatitr, y. 6d. ntt. 
TbeK books are written by scholars of repale, who combine knowledge and 



Vitb It Illuitntioni. Siamd 
By K L. S, Honbnnb, M.A. 



Walter IUlhgh. By 1. A. Taylor. WiO, 

II ILtoitiatlau. 
EiAiHos. By £. F. H. Capey. Wlib „ 

niulralicini. 
Tki Young Pietehdh. By C S. Terry. 



St. Frahcis or Assisi. By Anna M. Stod- 

CAHNtHC. . By'w. AlixiD Ph'iUlps. With II 

BmACOHSFTSLik By Waller Sidicl. WUhii 

Illiulralioin. 
GosTHC By H. G. AlLini. With 11 lUos- 

•FEHEt!^. By ViKouat Su Cynu. With 
13 lllDitnliom. 



Sdiool Ezuninktioii Series 

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Cr. t: 

FUEHCH ElAUINATIOH FaFIU. By A " 

M. Stidmao, M.A. TkirtmUA Edilin 
A Kit, luutd lo Tnton and Priv 



Latin ExAiiiKATi 
StednUDi M.A. 
Kev (Ftnrik EiUHtH') istied 



FiftM Editiafi. 

s. By A. M. M. 
M Eiiliim. 



.TiOM pAnas. By A. H. U. 



■ as. By CH. Spence.M.A. Stcrtid 

!3 ExAHiMATroH PApnt. By R. E. 
I, M.A., F.CS. 

lAL KhOWLKDCK ExAHIHATtSH 

aas. By A. U. H. Stcdman, U.A. 

■JkSdMl^L. 

Mr ITUrJ SJHttH) inued ai above. 



General Literature i 

8oiaiu6, Taztbooluiof 

Edited by G. F. GOODCHILD, B.A., B.Sc., aod G. R. MILLS, M.A. 
PiACTiui. UlciUHICl. BrSMonH. WdU. 



Tlurd Edilin. 
M.A. C» 

PlACTlCAI. CHIHISTIV. Fut L Bv 
Ficach, H.A. Cr. tar, FrmtiA BJit 
~ V. Fimcli, M.A 



[■. H. I 



L By H. Smad, CSc, 

■ -u O . ... 

II. By W. Fimck, S 
nu, M.A. Cr. Iw. 

Bodal QuBstioni of To-day 



AiiTHMir 
.. i'. MiUii, kt.i.u.B.. (.r. WW. 
t 
.B IN Phtscs. Bv C E. taduon, 

jrTAar Onuxic Chuuitiiv. Bv 

t_ l>iuutui, B.SC. : 



EdiLcd by M. db B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. 
A series of volumes upon tfatue lopics of social, economic, and industrial inlerest 
lal are foremost id the public mind. 

til— Nn AHQ Oui. By G. Tub Factoiv Svstih. Br R- W. Cooke 



TaAH Uhi 

HixnlL 

Butabtc, 1 
ThbAubi Ii 
ThK RuaAL ttlODUi 

Land Nation alhatii 
B.A- SiamlEdHiti 



Tkinl Edilin, 

uca or Nations. By I., f. Wnj 

TUrdEdili,m._ _ B 

>DUL By P. Andcrsoa |r 

By Karqld Co>, ''J'' 

', By H. dE B. 1 1-1" 

. idSJ™"" "e 

AHD Omiaia. ByJ.Stephn Uni' 



iiK. By Lidy mill 

MiB Whitley. 

i> llODaiH Tmouoht. 



By Anhur Sbcmll, 



Technolonr, Textboolu of 

Edited by G. F. GOODCHILD. BA., RSc, and G. R. MILLS, M.A. 
Ftttlj Illmiraiid. 



j/.W. 



ByCUnHill. Stand EiitiM 



luDasi 

LDias- QuAHTiTixs. By H. C. Gmbb. 
Cr. S^. I Rlrousst MiTAt. Woaa. By A. C HoMh. 



Cr.iBt. I 

TliMlocVi Hudboc^ of 

Edited by R. L, OTTLEY, D.D., Professor of Pa»total Theology at Oxford, 
and Canon of Christ Church, Oxford. 
Tbe series Is intended, in part, (o fnTDish the clergy and teachers or slud«nu of 
Theology with truslwonb^ Textbooks, adequately lepresenling the [nsent posilioo 
of the questions dealt with ; in part, (0 make accessible to the readinc public an 
accurate and concise statement of facts and principlea in all queitioiu bearing on 
Theology and Religion. 
Thi XXXIX. AiTicuii or THa Cku 






By A. E. Bun, IXD. 



Messrs. Mbthubn's Catalogub 



Westmiosbar OommentaxieB, Ths 

General Edilor, WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of Kebte Coll^«. 
Dean Ireland's Professor of Eiegejia in the Uniicnitr of Oxford. 
The objecl of each commentary is primarily exeKetical, to interpret the anlhor's 
leaning lo the present generaiion. The editors will not deal, except very mbor- 
laaiely, with queilioDS of textual criticism or philolc^ ; but, taldng Iha Eoglish 
tt in (he Revised Version as their basis, they will t[T to combine a hearty accept- 
ice of critical principles with loyalty to the Catholic Faith. 
Book or Cknesis. Ediltd wiA U _ 

TO THB ComKTHlANS. £d[leit by H 



■■,. fL Di 
Pnrik EiiiliHI Dtmjttt. iot.td. 
The Book or Job. Edited tnr E. C. 5. Gibu 
D-D. Sicnd Ediliait. Dtmrivt. 61. 



-IS, 



byR. 



troducliDti and N 



Part II. — Fiction 



THE BLUNDER OF AN INNOCENT. 



LOVE AND LOUISA. SKBmi Edilitn. 

Ct. Biv. &i. 
PETER, A PARASITE. Cr. B«. 61. 
THE BROWN EVES OF MARV, Third 

BdititH, Cr. Sm. Gi. 
Aoitey (P.), Author of 'Vict VMsi' A 

BAVARD FROM BENGAL. Ulusltaled 

1>T Beiinau) Paitudgi. Third Edilitn. 

Cr.ivo. ii.6d. 
Bacbellcrfn-vtac), ArnhDrof 'EbcnHoldo..' 

BARREL OFTHE BLESSED ISLES. 

Third Edilil«L Cr.SBt. 61. 
Buot (lUchard). A ROMAN MVSTERY. 

Third Editltn. Cr. Bko. 6j. 
THE PASSPORT. FimrlkEd. Cr.ivo.Si. 
Barla^.-aDiiId (S.). ARMINELL. Pt/lh 

URITH. Fifi'h Edillf,'. Cr.ivi. 61. 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. Smnlh 

CHEAP JACK ZITA.' Fonrlh Edition. 

Cr.%n. 6,. 
MARGERY OF QU ETHER, Third 

THE QUEEN OF LOVF. Fifth Editam. 

lACQUKTTA. Third EJilum. Cr.ir,. 61. 
KITTY ALONE. FiftA Sdilicn. Cr. e»>. 61. 
NOEMI. Illiuuited. FnrlhEdilUM. Cr. 



GVAVAS THE TINNER. IliusmHi. 

Srcond EiSliim. Cr. Stv. 6(. 
BLADVS. Illuidntcd. Sicmd Edititn. 



PABO THE PRIEST. Cr, s». 61. 
WINEFRED. IllutuiUd. ^ta<ui Edi 



MISS QUILLET. Illuilrawd. Cr. % 
CHRESOF ALL SORTS. Cr.ivt. 
IN DEWISLAND. Sia^d Editin 



C LAND OF THE 



THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Third Editien. 

Cr.ivn. 61. 
THE LADY ELECTRA. Stand Editiint. 

THE TEMPESTUOUS PETTICOAT. 

lUnslntcd. Third Edilim. Cr.in. 6(. 

Sec aI» Strand NovcU and S. Cnne. 



BeUocmtUIre). EMMANUEL BURDEN, 
MERCHANT. With 36 lUmtratiani b* 
G. K. CraisTB»TOH. ^ Sittmd Bdilitm. 



BUNGALOW. 



BcdhhKE. P.) DODO. Fn.rli SililitH. 

Bsnwn'rilUrnrM). SUBJECT TO 

VANITY. Cr. 81* «. M. 
BoamcfHanldC). ^ V. LuigbridR. 
BnrtiiD (J. BlouDdella). THE YEAR 

ONK: A Puc or ihe FieDch RE«>Jiilioii. 

lUuslimled. Cr. Biw. 6,, 
THE FAiK OF VALSKC. Cr. trt. 6>. 
A BRANDED NAMK Cr. Sh. 61, 

fESSIONSOFDlANAPLEASE.' TiiW 
' E^U^i. Cr. <». «i. 
AJAVOF ITALY. FnraEd. C-.fcw. 61. 
LOAVES AND FISHES. Cr. Sh. 61. 
CbMaeyOVMUMrbv). THETRAGKDY 

OF THE GREAT EMERALD. Cr. 

Sob. ti. 
THE MYSTERY OF 
Siamd Edilisn. Cr. ii 
See >]» Strand Novels. 
CUHord (Hpchk A FREE LANCE OF 

TODAY. Cr.s™, Si. 
CllflDnl(Mr(. W. K.). See Suuid (fovels 

and Bool»r<iT Biiyi and Girll. 
Cobbrniomu). A CHANGE OF FACE. 

Cr.tiv. 6.. 
Corelll (Mmrlxi. A ROMANCE OF TWO 

WORLDS. T^omfy^LrlA SJilii*. Cr, 

VENDETTA. Taml^SatndEdUiim. Cr. 
THRLHaI TUrl,.Tkirtl EdiH«L Cr. 
ARDATh': THE STORY OF A DEAD 



WORMWOOa ftmrlanik XdiHan. 



THE SORROWS OF SATAN, fiftitl 



<L STUDY IN 



GOD'S GOOD MAN: A SIMPLE LOVE 



. LOCHINVAR. IllBMntad. TU.^ 

Edition. Cr. Biv. 61. 
THE STANDARD BEARER. Cr. 8h. fa. 
Croker (B. M.), THE OLD CANTON- 

UENT. Cr.B». U. 
JOHAHHA. Sictmd KAIiim. Cr.tur. 61. 



THE HAPPY VALLEY. TUrd BdiHtn. 
A NINE DAYS' WONDER. Tkird 
PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. Siilk 



DawMO (Pruda W.). THE SCAR. Cr. 
niwim'ik. J). DANIEL WHYTE. 



a (Sara JeuUMttc) {Kn. ETcrard 
,\ THOSE DELIGHTFUL 



.Cr. «i 



the' ROSE OFYbvr'T'AiW Edititu. 

See >i» Sinnd NovtU. 
PItnMtrIck (K.) THE WEANS AT 
RUWALLAN. Ulumued. StcndMdi- 

ntutmAen (QcnU). MORE KIN 
THAN KIND. Cr.St ' 



D»yl 
ESMl 



ESMEAD. Cr. Si 



CONQljEST OF LONDON. 

Stcimd Editin, Cr. Sh. 61. 
HOLY MATRIMONY. Sitimd £MH*<^ 

Cr. 8w. fii. 
MADE OF MONEY. Cr. Sw. 5r. 
THE BRIDGE OF LIFE. Cr. ivr. Cr. 

THii ImpkOBablk idyl. r*Arf 

S«alHiScr:uidNoyilt 

Oerard (Emily). THE HERONS- 
TOWER. Cr. 8rw. 6.. 

aiding {Oeorn). Auihoi oC 'Demoi' 'In 
Iha Year of JuiiilM; etc. THE TOWN 
TRAVELLER. j;«nu/fiJ. Cr. trr. (a. 

THE CROWN OF LIFE. Cr. Bw. At. 

(llelK (Chvlea). BUNTER'S CRUISX. 
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■d(F.>fP™ 
TAMING 



TtlE TAftflNG OF THE BRUTE. 

Harlnrtwa (Ago— Q.). PATIENCE 
DEAN. Cr. ice. 6i. 

HichMu («_:__:: r: 

BERKELEY SQUARE. . 



OF ALLAH. TmJfli 

THEBLACk'sPANEEL. Cr. Bw. 6i. 
Hobbei (Jobn OUvar), Amhor of ' Rsbcri 

Onnge.- THE SERIOUS WOOING. 

Cr. a™. 6t. 
Hhw (Aothoay). THE GOD IN THE 

CAP '^— ' --<---- '■- ■>— '- 



A MAN OF MARK, fi/l" EJilit^ Cr. 

the' CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN- 
TONIO. Siilh Eililion. Cr. Bm, 6x. 

PHROSO. niuiUitcd by H. R. H11.L. 
Siilti EJiliBH. Cr. Bpd. 6j. 

SIMON DALE, llliutnled. Six/AEJIli 
Cr.Stv. 61, 

THE KING'S MIRROR. J'<mrH EJiliint. 
Cr. Btv. 61. 

8U1SANTE. PiMTik Bditln. Cr. Bw. 6). 
HE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. 8™. 6i. 
A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC Illoi- 

traltd. Fnrik Bdilitn. Cr. Bm «t. 
Hop* (arabom), Authur of ■ A CirdinaJ nni! 

bis Cansdencc,' etc., ttc THE LADY 

OFLVTE. SifmdEd. Cr. Bm, 81. 
Hoash (Bmeraon). THE MISSISSIPPI 

BOBBLE. IJImlnud. Cr.ivi. 61. 
Hmiiiuui (denwaccV THE LIFE OF 

SIRACLOVALEDEGALIS. Cr.Bw. 6j. 
HyiM (C J. Cntdlf to). Ant 

Kiitle.' MR. HORROCl 

Third EdUim. Cr. tvo. it. 
Jacob! (W. W.). MANY CARGOES. 

Twtn^-Eirklk Edilitn. Cr. Em. jj. «rf. 
SEA URCHINS. 7Wf£«t Edilian. Cr. 

Bw. s.. tu: 

A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illnilnned. Sixth 

EJiUbk. Cr. See. 31. M. 
LIGHT FREIGHTS. IlLunrmled. 

SdiHfm. Cr. 8n>. 



MR. HORROCKS, PURf 



Im. Cr. 8n>. ji. &t 

(Henry). THE SOET SIDE. SianJ 

•m. Cr. Bm ei. 
JMB flETTER SORT. C--. Sim. «». 
THE AMBASSADORS. S^caid EiSHiih. 

Cr. Bh. 6(. 
TBK GOLDEN BOWI. Tkird Editin. 



a (Ooital), ABRAHAM'S SACRI- 



FICE. Cr. _ _. __ 
Kuy> (H. A. MltclMin. 

'• • -•' — vD wn 



BREAD \ 



ITH ME. Cr. 



;.T THE 



HvnU.*. tHE VALLEY OF IN- 

HERITANCE Cr- Sm 6r- 
LawlMi JHm. Bmlly). WITH ESSEX 

IN IRELAND. Cr. »rm. 6*. 

S« alio Sinnd NotcIi- 

LawMMi (Harry), Aathor oT ' 

BUly Boilv' CH 

BUSH. Cr. Sw- L_. 
Le Oaenx (W.). THE HUNCHBACK OF 

\raSTMlNSTER- TAird Editit^ Cr. 

THE CLOSED BOOK. TUrd EdUim. 
the' VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 



Lavatl-YMU (8.). ORRAIN. Stamd 

Edilin. Cr.ivn. 61- 
Leng (J. Lnthcr), Co-Authnr nf -TSr 

DadinE of ibc CkMli.' 

BUTTERFI ■■ - - 
SIXTY JANE _ _ .. 
Lawls (Cedl). THE MACHINATIONS 

0FTHEM?O-OK. Cr. Bw- 61, 
Lyall (Edm). DERRICK VAUfiHAN. 

NOVELIST. 4a«,- ~- - - - 

m^cVrthrCJustlllH.), 

Kbe-' THE LAOl 
HOUSE. lUwlnled. 



iBhtanCS.). THE FORTUNE OF 



CHRISTINA MACNAB. 



THE WAGES OF SIN. FowrltnUk Edili. 

Cr. 8ro. 61. 
THE CARISSIMA Fourth EdiUn. i 

THE GATELESS BARRIER, Fcurik E 

SIR 
EdilU 

Sea ulio Boolu Tor Boyi uid Girli. 
Matia(Mn. M.E.). OLIVIA'S SUMMER. 

Smnd Edilioit. Cr.evt. 6t. 
A LOST ESTATE A tfnt EdiHtm. 

Cr, ivB. 61. 
THEPAKISHOFHILBY- ANtmBdUimt. 

Cr.iat. 61. 
THE PARISH NURSE. Fanih BMtim. 
Ct.Ui. U. 



i WINTER'S TALE. A Ktm EMUtn. 



ROSE AT HONEYPOT. SaimdEil. Cr. 

ivo. 6c. 5«il»B«kiroiBay>>iidCIil>. 
nUiTlMt <CharlcA Author of 'The 

Colunin.' CENEVRA. Siatml Edilitn. 

Cr.Sw. 6i. 
AUrah(Rrch«nI). THE TWICKENHAM 

PEEKAUK. ^icandEJiliim. Cr. ivs. 6i. 
A DUEL CnSw. 6i. 
THE MARQUIS OF PUTNEY. Saamd 



Edition 



imed. StanJEdi 

Mrthcn (Helen), Auihoc ot 'Conun' thro' 

Ibe Rye.' HONEY. >«rit Ediliot. 

GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. Cr. ivc. 
THK FERKVMAN. SKnd Edilitn. Cr. 
Maxwall {^y. B.), Auihoi af ' The Rjiggcd 



Cf. to 






KESUKCAM. Cr. Sm. (n. 
VICTORY. Cr. 8™. 6.. 

S«>I(oBook>rDt Girliuid Doyi. 
MeredKb (ElllaX HEART OF MY 

HEART. Cr. gn>. ti. 
•MIm Molly' (The Author of). THE 

GREAT RECONCILER. Cr. 8iw. fa. 
Mltfonl (BertrwB). THu: SIGN OF THE 

SPIDER. Illiulnled. sum Edili<m. 

IN 'the ^HIRL of THE RISING. 
THE RED DERELICT.* Stand Edillan. 



r (F. P.), Aulhot of Mnlo the 

HifhwiTi lod Hedns.' THE ALIEN. 
Third Editiatt. O.Bd^ ii. 

MmrlKio (Artlii<r). TALES OF MEAN 
STREETS. Sixth Edilifn. Cr.Het. 6s. 

ACMILDOFTHEJAGO. EturiA Eitititm. 

TO LONDON TOWN. SittHj EdiliaH. 

Cr.tmi. 6i. 
CUNNING MURRELL. Cr. 8b. 6i. 
THE HOLE IN THE WALL. EnrtkEdi- 

Hm. Cr.tM «>. 

nvBRs vAMrrixs. ckIm «»> 



NeaMl IE.). (Mr-. E Biandi THE RED 
HUU^E. Illuiualed. PtMrtA EdUin. 
Cr. tar. fir. 
See olio SliindNgnh. 

NottIb (W. E.). THECREDITOFTHE 
COUNIY. llliutnied. 5««rf EdiHtm. 

THE EMBARRASSING ORPHAN. Cr. 



GRKY OOG OF KENUUIR. Eltktk 
Edilini. Cr.iva. 6i. 
Opp«nlialm (E. PbUIlp*). MASTER O? 

MEN. Third Edili-m. Cr.iot. 6l. 

MeolunB 

Stand Ekilien. Cr.l 

THE GATE OF THE DESERT. Fnrlh 

Ediliim. Cr. tee. 6l. 
Pain (Bury). THREE FANTASIES. 

LINDLEY tdAYS. Tkird EdlHtn. Cr. 

tvo. fii. 
Parker (anbert). PIERRE AND HIS 

PEOPLE. Sixth Edi/itM. 
MRS. FALCmOK. E!/3h Editiim. Cr.tvt. 

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

Stand Editian. Cr. gpi. &i. 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. lUiu- 

Uited. Ninik Editll*. Cr. Bw. 6i. 

WHENVALMONDCAMETOPC 
The Slot* of 1 " 
Ediliim. Cr.tt 



fipoleoo. Fifth 



THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Illia- 
Ruled. J-'mirUinlk Ediliim. Cr. Sn 6l. 

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a 
Romance of Two Kingdooi. lUiWrUed. 
Fijih EJilim. Cr. Gtw. &c. 

THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES. 



nimlnUd. Third 

With ii: 
A. Fori 

PfallllMtti (Edu). LYING PROPHETS. 

Cr, tea. 6/. 
CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Fifth SJi- 

iion. Cr. tut. (a. 
THE HUMAN BOY. With i 

Fmrik EdilitH. Cr. Bm 6f. 
SONS OP THE HORNING. 

EdMtm. Cntrl. U 
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KNOCK AT A VENTURE. WithkFroi 



FISHERMAN, hiftk B£titi. Cr. I 



TVHITE WOLF. Stand Sdilirn. Cr. 

THEMaVoROFTROY. SkhJSJIU 

Cr.Bw. 8t. 
Rhn ranM). THE WOOING < 
^HEfLA. SietmJ Editiim. Cr. B». 
THE PRINCK OF LISNOVER. Cr. ( 

Rhys (Qnca) ud Another. THE 1 
VERTED VILLAGE. llltulnttd b» 
DohothvGvonJwhe™. C'.Srw. Gi. 

Rldie (W. Rett). LOST PROPERTY. 

Siiomi EiMitn. Cr.ivo. 6m. 
ERB. Srcnd Ediliixt. Cr. tai. fii. 

A SON0FTHE5TATE. 



Cr.t, 



w Editi 



A BREAKER OF LAWS. A Nra, E£l!t- 

MRs! GAL&S' BUSINESS. 
.Sn-ftd EJiliiHt. Cr.i^. 61. 
SECRETARY TO BAVNE, M.P. O 

Ritchie (Mn. David a.). THETRUTH' 

FUL LIAR. Cr. Bm. 6r. 
RobBrtl (C a. D.). THE HEART OP 

THE ANCIENT WOOD. Cr. tit. 

31. 6d. 
RnHElI (W. CUrkl. MY DANISH 

SWEETHEART. Illiuirmttd. fi/U 

EJilirft. Cr. Nw. 61. 
HIS ISLAND PRINCESS, tlluitnud. 

SicBitd Edilltn. Cr. 61V. 61. 
ABANDONED. Cr. 6™. 6r. 

Sec alu Biwbi ror Boys and Gitlj. 
SarBcaat (Adeline). ANTHEA'S WAY. 

(^, 81W. fii. 
THE PROGRESS OF RACHAEL. Cr. 

81W. 61. 
THE MYSTERY OF THE MOAT. Stand 

Edilhn. Cr. Sm. 6.. 
MRS. LYGON'S HUSBAND, Cr. 8ro. 61. 
THE COMING OF THE RANDOLPHS. 

Cr. Bm 61. 
SeeaLuiSliiiid NonLt. 
Shannon CW. P.). THE MESS DECK 



)EEP-SEA VAGA. 
SPIKNERS or 



BONDS, C 

LllS^Cr. 
Urnnbart (M.L A TRAGEDY IN COH- 

HONPLACfc SnndBd. Cr. Bvt, 6t 
WalnaniBB (Panl). BV A FINNISH 

LAKE. Cr.Siw. Si. 
THE SONG OF THE FOREST. Cr. 

Bm. 6t. Sec ilioStnnd NoveU. 



CAPTAIN FORTUNE. TUnt EaiHtm. 

TWISTED EGLANTINE. With S lUui- 
tiatioDi by FaAHK Cwuc. TKirdSditmm. 
Cr.ixx,. 6t. 

THE HIGH TO^Y. Wlib a FioDlupteot. 
Sicfnd Bditirn. Cr. Stw. &i. 
See alto Strand NohI<i. 

We!l» (H. 0.). THE SEA LADY. Cr. 



WfaHe (Stewart B.X Auihoror ' The Blued 
Trair CONJURORS HOUSE. A 
Romance o( tbe Fiec TralL Si^jnd Edititm. 
Cr. tiv. 6(. 

White (Penw). THE SYSTEM. TUrd 
Edilion. Cr. tvt. Gi. 

THE PATIENT MAN. .^nand Editimn. 



THE CASTLE OF THE SHADOWS. 

TUriEditnm. Cr.iot. 6.. 
PAPA. Cr. %vt. U. 
•LADV BETTY ACROSS THE WATER. 

Cr. aw. *i. 
Willlamwrn (C. N. and A. M.). THE 

LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR: Being i he 



Vyltarde (DolK Aothor of 'Uriah the 
Killile.' THE PATHWAY OF THE 
PIONEER. Third EdiHtn. Cr.tvr. 61. 



Fiction 
XCetlman's Struid ITorelB 

Cr. So*. Clalk, II. nil. 
Emcodiacid by the great and ilciuly ulc of ihcii Siiptnny No»«li, Mch 
(kleimintd lo iwoe a new icritj of fictiop " - ' — — -— — -■— -■-- -'-•- 



qualiiy may be gmged 

McHis. MethDCn would poi 



Ihc 1 



X booki ire i 



idlhet 






*ir?MS 



ulllnE ml. 

booEiun 



Balloar (Andrew). VEHGEANCK IS 
MlNli. 

TO ARMS. 



E FK OBIS HERS. 



tuUior of 'Dodo.' THF. 
irt). A STRETCH OFF 



BullDCk(SbanP.X THE UARRYS. 

THE CHARMER. 

THE .SQUIREEN. 

THE RED LEAGUERS. 

BnrtiM (J. BlonndcUa}. ACROSS THE 

SALT SEAS. 
THE CLASH OF ARMS. 
DENOUNCED. 
■FORTUNE'S MY FOE. 



AT I 

ChuDcy (WMtberbr). THE BAPTIST 

RING. 
THE BRANDED PRINCE. 
THE FOUNDERED GALLEON. 
JOHN TOPP. 
ClIHordfMra. W. K.}. A FLASH OF 

SUMMER. 
Canfnewood (HuTv). THE DOCTOR 

OF THE 'JULJET.' 
CBrnlord (L. Cope). SONS OF ADVER- 
SITY. 
Cnne (SUpbeo). WOUNDS IN THE 

RAIN. 
DBnny (C E.). THE ROMANCE OF 

UPHOLD MANOR. 
UckHBfHMrrli). THE BLACK WOLF'S 

BREF.b. 
DIcUiuaa (Evalynjb THE SIN OF 

ANGELS. 



DuBCu (Stwa J.). 'THE POOL INT 
■A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 



SPARK. 
iDdlmterfJaoaH.). 

STRIFE. 



irfMwy). 



. A DAUGHTER OF 

OVER THE HILLS. 
THE SWORD OF 



OiUltHi (tom). RICKERBY'S FOLLY. 
Qanrd (porothea). THINGS THAT 

HAVE HAPPENED. 
QllcbriiKR. Marray). WILLOWBRAKE. 
Otonvillc (Emat). THE DESPATCH 

THE LOST REGIMENT. 

THE KLOOF BRIDE. 

THE INCA'S TREASURK. 

QordOB (Jnllen). MRS. CLYDE. 

WORLD'S PEOPLE. 

Om* (C. p.). THE REDEMPTION Ot 

DAVID CORSON. 
■Qr^ifi. fllHtnaui). UV STEWARD- 



TON. 



ut). MARVHAMIU 



OF THE HILLS. llluMMcd. 
Hoa|i«r(L). THE SINGER OF MARLY. 
HoBjth (BaMnon). THE MISSISSIPPI 

BCGBLE. 
'Iota* (Mra. Callyn). ANNE MAULE- 

■Japaon {Edpuf. KEEPERS OF THE 

PEOPLE. 
Kally IHoKBca Plach). WITH HOOPS 

OF STEEL. 
Lawkai (Hon. emily). MAELCHa 
UnlBn JAiuie). A WOMAN OF SENTI- 

IL JpSIAHS WIFE. 
1. THE AUTOCRATS. 

■!. THE STORY OF 

TERESA. 
Hlacrntb (Kuvld). THE PUFPSt 
CROWN. 



UEN- 
Laali (Clurica K. 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



. ,. THKVOICE 

IN THE DESERT. 
Marsb (Rlcbard). THE SEEN AND 

THE UNSEEN. 
'GARNERED. 



SVRtH. 

Maakboiue (AlUnl. LOVE IN A LIFE, 
Mdon (Arthor). THE KNIGHT PUNC- 
TILIOUS. 
NMMt (Mr*. Bluid). THE LITERARV 

NmtU(w'. e.). AN OCTAVE. 

OUphant <Mn.). THE LAOVS WALK. 

SIR ROBERrS FORTUNE. 

THE TWO MARY'S. 

■•Mwy (Mn. Frank). A MIXED MAR- 

nUlpott* (Bdao). THE STRIKING 

HOURS. 
FANCY FREE. 
I^ce (RIcfaann. TIME AND THE 



LING. 
•Rayner (O 
Rhy» (Orai 

age: 



. FORTUNE'S DAK- 

'eE>ratt). ROSALBA. 

VILl, 



*J. OUTOFTHECYPRESS 

_ ,....H.|. AGALLANTQUAKER. 

Saonder* (Manhall). ROSE A CHAR- 
LI TTE. 
SerKcant (Adelliu). ACCUSED AND 



a oty. ONE HOUK 



lOjW. P.). JIM TWELVEa 
•StralafE. H.I. ELHSLIE'S DRAG NET. 
Strinscr(Artliar). THESILVERPOFPy. 
Stuart (Eamt). CHRISTALLA. 

SDtlMrlandfDKbMa a" 

AND THE NEXT. 
Swan lAnnla). LOVE CROWN COLD. 
5win<Ben|ainln). SORDON. 
Tanqaerv (Mr*. S. M.|. THE ROVAL 

Tnllord.TauDton {Mr*. B.W.). SILENT 

DOMINION. 
■ Upward (Allsa). ATHEI.STANE FORD. 
WalDeoMn IPauU. A HEROINE FROM 



Books for Boys and Girls 

Illustrated. Crotott Sua, 31. 6d. 
Tmb GiTTmc Wrli. of Dohotiiv. Gy Mrs. 
Thk Icelandbb's Swoip. By S. IUcuie- 
Ohlv a Guarc-Rdok Doc By Ediih K. 

Th« Doctor d^ thk Juner. By Harty 

Collingwood. 
LiTTLi ParaB. Dy Lucu Milct. Stcond 



Cluck RuucJL 



iBT ay KtADAua db Mohluc B' 

horDf'MdIIc. Moil" 
roN : Or, ibc Day who would nal ii 
Ky G. Manyillc FcDD, 
Grahos. By Mc Mokuwonh. 
'f TUB PaoPLtt, By L. T. McdJe. 



s HoMouRAnLt : 



Pkince. By Mrt. 
sHoui. ByMn. 





w Ung. Do«bl 


SoriH H™ "'a sI^u™ 


Ibt »bo«e. 



The KoTels of Alexsodn Dmnas 

Priasa. nimili ytluma, 11. 



Fiction 



Thb Black Tduf. 
Ths Vicout" db I 



la VulUin. DouU* 
The Man in Ibe 1t«i Miuk. 



Thb Ciirvalibk D'Hahmrittau Doablt 

Thb Fhncihc MAarm. 

Thb Bemikisckncks oi- Awtohv. 

Pkre La Ruti 
•Hbhbi or N 

Quc«n Maf HOI. 
Thb Gubat % 

Qunn »r 
Thb Wiij> 



rB. Tht ucond pait of 
lAiSACU. The llni pi 



Colour hv Frank A 



39 

IHattniad In 



CulouVbyA! M. M'Lillan. 



Thh Wulk-Lk, 



Btuwiie, at. 
HE Snowball, and Si 
IralcdJnCdlouthyFrai 

Colour by Frank Atlnnr 



i!iualed in CiilonT 
raled in Colour by MuDToOiT. 
ArrBTE- lltuamEcd in Coloor 
traltd in Colour by Gordon 



cAdamo. ». 
IHK. Iliiutraled 

illitnt. «. 
clionKiuk. 

i;m<ei> Iacouot; Tahb; Eic. II 
iIinCalaiirlry'^oi°«>Bnpwng, ii. 
:astle or EiT^TBtH. liluiuated 
xir by Suwut On. ii.id. 

tlluilrated in Coloar by Coidi 



.i£. 



Hetboen's Sizpennr Books 



Au*t«i (Jane). PRIDE AND PBE- 

JUtliCE. 
BagDt (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY. 
Ballour (Andrew). BY STROKE OF 

SWORD. 
Barlns-dMild (S.). FURZE BLOOM. 
CHEAP JACK ZtTA. 
KITTY ALONE. 
URITH. 

THF, BROOM SQUIRE. 
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 
HO^MI. 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. lUuiiratsd. 
LITTLE TU'PENNY. 
THE FROBISHERS. 
Barr (Robert). JENNIE BAXTER, 

JOURNALIST. 
INTHE MIDST OF ALARMS. 
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. 
THE MUTABLE MANY. 
B«uon<e. P.). DODO. 



Bnrtail (J. BIOBDdalle). ACROSS THE 

SALT SEAS. 
Caf<yn'(Mn).,('IoIa'). ANNE MAULE. 

vErer. 

■Capci (Bernard). THE LAKE OF 

WINE. 
Cllflord (Mn. W. K.). A FLASH OF 



Corbett (Julian). A BUSINESS IM 

GREAT WATERS. 
Crokar (Mri. B. M.). PEGGY OF THE 

BARTONS. 
A STATE SECRET. 
ANGEL. 
JOHANNA 
DanU (Allshlerl). 

DANTE (CARV). 
Dwie (A. Count. 

LAMP. 



THE VISION OF 

:OUND THE RED 

A VOYAGE 



(S« 

OF CONSOLATION 
THOSE DKUGHTFUL AMERICANS. 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



THE HILL ON THK 

B^Um' Uan H.). THE GRBKN 

GKAVES OF BALGOWRIE. 
n.lu. fTMV RICKERUV-Ii FOLLY. 
aulwU(Mn.>. CRANFURU. 
MARY BARTON. 
HORTH AND SOUTH. 
Oonrd (Dorothea). HOLY MATRI- 
MONY. 
THK CONQUEST OF LONDON. 
HADEOFUONEV. 
OluInKCOMrBc). I'HETOWN TRAVEI^ 

LER. 
THE CROWN OF LIFE. 
Obunrlllo (BriMat}. THE INCA'S 

TREASURE. 
THE KLOOF BRIDE. 
aM>(CIWrlM}, BUNTBB'S CRUISE. 
Orima (Tbo BnOftn). GRIMM'S 

FAIRYTALES. lUuaruid. 
Hopa (AntlMn). A MAN OP MARK. 
ACHANGECrrAlR. 
THK CHRONICLES OF COUNT 

ANTONIO. 
PKROSO. 

THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. 
Hanrau(B. W.k DEAD MEN TELL 

NO TTlLES. 
latraluun (J. H.). THE THRONR OF 

DAVID. 
LeOnOMlfW.). THE HUNCHBACK OF 

WESTMINSTER. 
•Levett'VuU(S. K.). THETRAITOR'S 

LlDton'fB. Lynn). THE TRUE HIS' 
TORV OF JOSHUA DAVEDSON. 

Lyall (Edoa). DERRICK VAUGHAN. 

Matctf Lucas). THE CARISSIMA. 

A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION, 

Mwin (Mn. IH. B.). MRS. PETER 
HOWARD. 

A LOST ESTATK. 

THE CEDAR STAR. 



JACOB FAITHFUL. 

nUnh (Rlcbard). THK TWICKENHAM 

PEER AGE. 
THR GODDESS. 
THE JOSS. 

MaHfKAl e. W.k CLEMENTINA. 
MatlMr* (Helen). HONEY. 
GRIKF OF GklFFITHSCOURT. 



. THE SIGN OF THE 



SAirS SWEETHEART 
MnfcfMn. 1- T.). DRIFT. 
MltfwdfBort ' 

SPIDER. 
Moatr«Mr (P. P.). -niE ALIEN. 
Maan(AitbDr). THECAVDECE1VER.S. 
"-—■-- (Arthur). THK HOLE IS 



Norri* fW, B.). HIS GRACE. 
GILES INGILEIY. 

THE CREDIT OF THE COUNTY. 
LORD LEONARD. 



OUphutfMn.). THE LADY'S WALK. 

SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE. 

THE PRODIGALS. 

OvpenlMlm <B. PbUHpsX MASTER OF 

Parinr (Onbaftt. THE POMP OF THK 

LAYILETTE^ 
WHENVALMONDCAMETOPONTIAC 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. 
Poahertaa UfaaL THE FOOTSTEPS 

OF A THRONE. 
I CROWN THEK KING. 
PbinpDtta (Bden). THE HUMAN BOY. 
CHILDREN OF THF. MIST. 
Rldn(W. Pott). ASONOFTHESTATE 
LOST PROPERTY. 
GEORGE AND THE CENERAU 
RUHOU (W. Clark). " 



,... ^„ ,. .. MARRIAGE AT 

SEA 
ABANDONED. 

MY DANISH SWEETHEART. 
Sornadt (Adeline). Tl "' 

BEECH WOOD. 
BARBARA'S MONEY. 
THE YELLOW DIAMOND. 
Snrteea <R. S.). HANDLEY CROSS. 

JUlulnted. 
MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR. 
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